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Th IS reproduction of the earliest, and imperfect, edition 
of Romeo and Juliet has been printed directly from the 
facsimile prepared by Mr E. W. Ashbee, under the direction 
of Mr J. O. Halliwell (Phillipps), and has been carefully com- 
pared with the Quarto in the British Museum (Press mark, C. 
34. k. 58). It is printed line for line, and page for page, with 
the original. 

The collation of Steevens's, Mommsen*s, and the Cambridge 
Editors' reprints of this play, given with Mr H. H. Furness's 
reprint in the first volume of his * New Variorum Shakespeare,* 
has been of great assistance to me in my endeavour to 
secure accuracy for this reprint. 

One peculiarity of the original should be mentioned, as 
it is not here reproduced. From Signature E, inclusive, 
to the end of the play, a smaller type is used than that with 
which the preceding pages are printed 3 and the running title 
is changed from ' The mod excellent Tragedie, of Romeo and 
luliet ' 10 * The excellent Tragedie of Romeo and luliet.' 

In some few places I have not deemed it necessary to 
reproduce the typographical phenomena of the original, such 
as turned letters, &c. 

For the loan of his valuable copy of the facsimile the 
Society is greatly indebted to the liberality of Mr F. W. 
Cosens. 

P. A. Daniel. 
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The Prologue. 



'^T^VFo houjliold Freiids alike in dignitiey 

-*• {In fa ire Verona, tvhere we lay our Scene) 
From ciuill hroyles broke into enmities 
VFhofe ciuill warre makes ciuill hands vncleane. 
From forth the fatal I loynes of thefe twofoeSy 
A paire offlarre-aqft Ijouers tooke their life : 
FFhofe mifaduentures, piteous ouertkrowes, 
{Through the continuing of their Fathers flrife, 
And death-markt paffage of their Parents rage) 
Is now the two howres trajfique of our Stage. 
The which if yon with patient eares attend, 
What here ice want wee*ljiudie to amend. 
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The most excellent Tragedie of 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter 2. Seruing-men of the Capolets. 

GRegorie, of my word He carrie no coales. 
2 No, for if you doo, you fhould be a Collier. 
I If I be in choler. He draw. 
2 Euer while you liue, drawe your necke out of the 
the collar. 

1 I ftrike quickly being moou'd. 

2 I, but you are not quickly moou*d to flrike. 

1 A Dog of the houfe of the Mountagues moues me. 

2 To mooue is to flirre, and to bee valiant Is to Hand 
to it: therefore (of my word) if thou be mooud thou*t 
runne away. 

1 There's not a man of them I meete, but He take 
the wall of. 

2 That (hewes thee a weakling, for the weakeft goes 
to the wall. 

1 Thats true, therefore He thruft the men from the 
wall, and thruft the maids to the walls : nay, thou flialt 
fee I am a tall peece of fleih. 

2 lis well thou art not fifh, for if thou wert thou 
wouldft be but poore lohn. 

1 He play the tyrant. He firft begin with the maids, & 
off with their heads. 

2 The heads of the maids ? 

I I 
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The mqft excellent TragedUy 

1 I the heades of their Maides^ or the Maidenheades, 
take it in what fence thou wilt. 

2 Nay let them take it in fence that feele it, but heere 
comes two of the Mountagues. 

Enter two Seruingmen of the Mountagues. 

1 Nay feare not me I warrant thee. 

2 I feare them no more than thee, but draw. 

1 Nay let vs haue the law on our fide, let them begin 
firft. He tell thee what He doo, as 1 goe by ile bite my 
thumbe, which is difgrace enough if they futFer it. 

2 Content, goe thou by and bite thy thumbe, and ile 
come after and frowne. 

I Aloun: Doo you bite your thumbe at vs ? 

1 I bite my thumbe. 

2 Aloun: 1 but i'll at vs? 

1 I bite my thumbe, is the law on our fide ? 

2 No. 

I I bite my thumbe. 

1 Aloun : I but i'ft at vs ? Enter Beneuolio, 

2 Say I, here comes my Matters kinfman. 

They drauf, to them enters Tybalt, they Jight, to them the 
Prince, old Mountague, and his unfe, old Capulet and 
his wife, and other Citizens and part them. 

Prince: Rebellious fubie6ls enemies to peace. 
On paine of torture, from thofe bloody handes 
Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground. 
Three Ciuell brawles bred of an airie word. 
By the old Capulet and Mountague, 
Haue thrice difturbd the quiet of our ftreets. 
If euer you dillurbe our ftreets againe. 

Your 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Your liues ihall pay the ranfome of your fault : 

For this time eiiery man depart in peace. 

Come Capulct come you along with me. 

And Mouutague, come you this after noone. 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe. 

To old free Towne our common iudgcMuent place. 

Once more on paine of death each man depart. 

Exeunt. 

M: wife. Who fet this auncient quarrel firft abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Benuo: Here were the feruants of your aduerfaries. 
And yours clofe lighting ere I did approch. 

Vy]fe: Ah where is Romeo, faw you him to day? 
Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 

Ben : Madame, an houre before the worfhipt funne 
Peept through the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled thought drew me from companie : 
Where vnderneath the groue Sicamoure, 
That Weflward rooteth from the Citties (ide. 
So early walking might I fee your fonne. 
I drew towards him, but he was ware of me. 
And drew into the thicket of the wood : 
I noting his affedtions by mine owne. 
That moll are bulled when th'are moll alone, 
Purfued my honor, not purfuing his. 

Moun: Black and portentious mull this honor proue, 
Vnlefle good counfaile doo the caufe rcmooue. 

Ben: Why tell me Vncle do you know the caufe ? 

Enter Romeo. 

Moun: I neyther know it nor can learne of him. 

Bl'u : See where he is, but Hand you both alide, 
lie know his grieuance, or be much denied. 

B Alouni 
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Mount: I would thou wert fo happie by thy ftay 
To heare true fhrift. Come Madame lets away. 

Benuo: Good morrow Cofeii. 

Romeo: Is the day fo young ? 

Ben: But new llroke nine. 

Romeo: Ay me, fad hopes foeme long. 
Was that my Father that went hence lb faft ? 

Ben: It was, what forrow lengthens Romeos houres? 

Rom: Not hauing that, which hauing makes them 

Ben: In loue. (fhort. 

Ro: Out. 

Ben: Of loue. 

Ro: Out of her fauor where I am in loue. 

Befi : Alas that loue fo gentle in her view, 
Should be fo tyrranous and rough in proofe. 

Ro: Alas that loue whofe view is muffled dill, 
Should without lawes giue path-waies to our will : 
Where fhall we dine ? Gods me, what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not for I haue heard it all, 
Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue. 
Why then, O brawling loue, O louing hate, 
O anie thing, of nothing iirll create ! 
O heauie lightnes ferious vaniiie ! 
Mifliapen Caos of befl feeming thinges. 
Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold lire, licke health. 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is : 
This loue feele I, which feele no loue in this. 
Doefl thou not laugh ? 

Ben : No Cofe I rather weepe. 

Rom: Good hart at what? 

Ben: At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Ro: Why fuch is loues tranfgrefsion, 

Griefea 
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Griefes of mine owne lie heauie at my hart. 

Which thou wouldft propagate to haue them preft 

With more of thine, this griefe that thou haft fhowne. 

Doth ad more griefe to too much of mine owne : 

Loue is a fmoke raifde with the fume of (ighes 

Being purgde, a fire fparkling in loners eyes : 

Being vext, a fea raging with a loners teares. 

What is it elfe ? A madnes moft difcreet, 

A choking gall, and a preferuing fvveet. Farewell Cofe. 

Ben : Nay He goe along. 
And if you hinder me you doo me wrong. 

Ro: Tut I haue loft my felfe I am not here. 
This is not Romeo, hee's fome other where. 

Ben : Tell me in fadnes whome ftie is you loue ? 

Ro: What fhall I grone and tell thee ? 

Ben: Why no, but fadly tell me who. 

Ro: Bid a fickman in fadnes make his will. 
Ah word ill vrgde to one that is fo ill. 
In fadnes Cofen I doo loue a woman. 

Ben: I aimde fo right, when as you faid you lou'd. 

Ro: A right good mark-man, and fhee's faire I loue. 

Ben: A right faire marke faire Cofe is fooneft hit. 

Ro; But in that hit you milfe, fhee'le not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, flie hath Dianaes wit. 
And in ftrong proofe of chaftitie well arm'd : 
Gainil Cupids childifh bow (he lines vnharm*d, 
Shee'le not abide the fiedge of louing tearmes. 
Nor ope her lap to Saint feducing gold. 
Ah fhe is rich in beau tie, only poore. 
That when {he dies with beautie dies her (lore. Exeu, 

Enter Countie Paris, old Capulet. 
Of honorable reckoning are they both, 

B 2 And 
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And pittie tis they liue at ods fo long : 
But leaning that, what fay you to my lute ? 

Capu: What Ihould I fay more than I faid before. 
My daughter is a llranger in ihe world, 
Shee hath not yet attainde to fourteene yeares : 
Let two more fommers wither in their pride. 
Before fhe can be thought fit for a Bride. 

Paris: Younger than llie are happie mothers made. 

Cap: But too foone marde are thefe fo early maried* 
But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart. 
My word to her confent is but a part. 
This night I hold an old accuftom'd Feaft, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a gueft. 
Such as I loue : yet you among the ftore. 
One more moft welcome makes the number more. 
At my poore houfe you fliall behold this night. 
Earth treadding ftai's, that make darke heauen light : 
Such comfort a5 doo lufty youngmen feelc, 
When well apparaild Aprill on the heele 
Of lumping winter treads, euen fuch delights 
Amongft frelh female buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, all fee. 
And like her moft, whofe merite moft fhalbe. 
Such amongft view of many myne beeing one, 
May ftaud in number though in reckoning none. 

Enter Seruingrnan, 
Where are you firra, goe trudge about 
Through faire Verona ftreets, and fecke them out : 
Whofe names are written here and to them fay. 
My houfe and welcome at their pleafure ftay. 

Exeunt, 

Ser: Seeke them out whofe names are written here 

and 
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and yet I knowe not who are written here: I mud to 
the learned to learne of them, that's as much to lay, as 
the Taylor muft meddle with his Lafte, the Shoemaker 
with his needle, the Painter with his nets, and the Filher 
with his Penfill, I muft to the learned. 

Enter Benuolio and Romeo, 

Ben: Tut man one tire burnes out anothers burning. 
One paine is leflhed with anothers aiiguilh : 
Turne backward, and be holp with backward turning, 
One defperate griefe cures with anothers languilh. 
Take thou fome new infe6lion to thy eye. 
And the ranke poyfon of the old will die. 

Romeo: Your Planton leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben: For what? 

Romeo: For your broken fhin. 

Ben: Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom: Not mad, but bound more than a madman is. 
Shut vp in prilbn, kept without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented, and Godden good fellow. 

Ser: Godgigoden, 1 pray lir can you read, 

Rom: I mine owne fortune in my iniferie. 

Ser: Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 
but I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom: I if 1 know the letters and the language. 

Sera: Yee fay honeftly, reft you merrie. 

Rom: Stay fellow I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 

SEigneur Martino and his wife and daughters, Countie 
Anfelme and his beauteous Jl/Iers, the Ladie widdow of 
Vtruuio, Seigneur Placentio, and his louelie Neeees, 
Mcrcutio and his brother Valentine, mine vncle, Capu- 
let his wife and daughters, my faire Neece Rofaline and 
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Liuia, Seigneur Valentio and his Cofen Tibalt, Lucio 

and the liuelie Hellena. 

A faire alTerably, whether fhould they come ? 

Ser: Vp. 

Ro: Whether to lupper ? 

Ser: To our houfe. 

Ro: Whofe houfe? 

Ser: My Maflers. 

Ko: Indeed I Ihould haue askt thee that before. 

Ser: Now We tel you without asking. My Matter is 
the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Mounlagues, I pray corae and crulh a cup of wine. Reft 
you merrie. 

Ben: At this fame auncient feaft of Capulets, 
Sups the faire Kofaline whom thou fo loues 
With all the admired beauties of Ferona, 
Goe thither and with vnattainted eye. 
Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew. 
And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro; When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch falihood, then turne teares to fire. 
And thefe who often drownde could neuer die, 
Tranfpqrent Heretiques be burnt for liers 
One fairer than my lone, the all feeing fonne 
Nere faw her match, lince lirft the world begun. 

Ben: Tut you faw her faire none els being by. 
Her felfe poyfd with her felfe in either eye : 
But in that Criftall fcales let there be waide, 
Your Ladyes loue, againft fome oiher maide 
That 1 will (hew you Ihining at this feaft. 
And fhe fhall fcaut (hew well that now feemes beft. 

Rom: He goe along no fuch fight to be fhowne. 

But 
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But to reioyce in fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets wife and Nurce, 

yyife: Nurce wher*s my daughter call her forth to 
mee. 

Nurce : Now by my maiden head at twelue yeare old I 
had her come, what Lamb, what Ladie bird, God forbid. 
yVhers this girle 9 whai luliet. Enter Juliet, 

luliet : How now who cals ? 

Nurce : Your Mother, 

Jul: Madame I am here, what is your will ? 

Ff^: This is the matter. Nurfe giue leaue a while, we 
mud talke in fecret. Nurce come back again I haue re- 
membred me, thou'fe heare our counfaile. Thou know 
eft my daughters of a prettie age. 

Nurce : Faith I can tell her age vnto a houre. 

Wife: Shee's not fourteene. 

Nnrce: lie lay fourteene of my teeth, and yet to my 
teene be it fpoken, I haue but foure, Jhees not fourteene. 
How long is it now to Lammas-tide ? 

yVife : A fortnight and odde dayes. 
- Nurce: Euen or odde, of all dayes in the yeare come 
Lammas Eue at night Jhall Jhe be fourteene, Sufan and Jhe 
God reft all Chriftian foules were of an age. Well Sufan is 
with God, Jhe was too good for me : But as I faid on Lam- 
mas Eue at night Jhall Jhe be fourteene, that Jhall Jhee ma- 
rie I remember it well. Tis fince the Ewth-quake noufe e- 
leauen yeares, and Jhe was weand I neuer Jhall forget it, of 
all the daies of the yeare vpon that day : for I had then laid 
wormewood to my dug, fitting in the fun vnder the Doue- 
houfe wall. My Lord and you were then at Mantua, nay 1 
do beare a braine ; But as I faid, when it did tcift the worm- 
wood on the nipple of my dug, ^ felt it bitter, pretty foole 
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to fee it teachie and fall out with Dugge. Shake quoth the 
Doue-houfe twos no need I trow to hid me trudge, and Jince 
that time it is aleauen yeare : for then could luliet JIande 
high lone, nay by the Roode^fJiee could haue wadled vp and 
downe, for euen the day before fhee brake her brow, and then 
my husband God be with his foule, hee was a merrie man : 
Dofl thou fall forward, luliet? thou wilt fall backward when, 
thou haft more wit : wilt thou not luliet? and by my holli- 
dam, the pretty foole left crying and fa'ul L To fee how a 
ieaft Jhall come about, I warrant you if I fhould Hue a hun- 
dred yeare, I neuer fhould forget it, wilt thou not luliet? 
%nd by my troth fheftinted and cried I, 

luliet : And flint thou too, I prethee Nurce fay I. 

Nurce : FTell goe thy waies, God marke thee for his 
grace, thou wert the prettieft Babe that euer I nurft, might 
I but Hue to fee thee married once, I haue my w'lPi, 

Wife: And that fame marriage Nurce, is the Theame 
I meant to talke of: Tell me luliet, howe (land you af- 
fected to be married ? 

lul: It is an honor that I dreame not off, 

Nurce : An honor ! were nut I thy onely Nurcc^ I 
would fay thou hadftfuckt wifedome from thy Teat, 

FVife : Well girle, the Noble Countie Paris feekes 
thee for his Wife. 

Nurce : A man young Ladie, Ladie fuch a man cu all 
the world, why he is a man of wajce, 

Vyife : Feronaes Summer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurce : Nay he is a flower, in faith a very flower. 

VVye : Well luliet, how like you of Paris loue. 

luliet: He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 
But no more deepe will I engage mine eye, 
Then your confent giues flrength to make it flie. 

Enter Clowne. 
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Ciowne : Maddam you are cald for, f upper is readie, 
the Nurce curjl in the Panirie, all thinges in extreamitie, 
make hajlfor I mujl be gone to waite. 

Enter Maskers with Romeo and a Page. 

Ro : What fhall this fpeech bee fpoke for our excufe ? 
Or fliall we on without Apologie. 

Benuoleo: The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no Cupid hudwinckt with a Scarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath. 
Scaring the Ladies like a crow-keeper : 
Nor no without booke Prologue faintly (poke 
After the Prompter, for our entrance. 
But let them meafure vs by what they will, 
Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom: A torch for me I am not for this aumbling, 
Beeing but heauie I will beare the light. 

Mer: Beleeue me Romeo I mud haue you daunce. 

Rom: Not I beleeue me you haue dancing fhooes 
With nimble foles, I haue a foule of lead 
So (lakes me to the ground I cannot (lirre. 

Mer: Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 
A vifor for a vifor, what care I 
What curious eye doth coate deformitie. 

Rom: Giue me a Torch, let wantons light of hart 
Tickle the fenceles ru(hes with their heeles : 
For I am prouerbd with a Grandfire phrafe. 
He be a candleholder and looke on. 
The game was nere fo faire and I am done. 

Mer: Tut dun's the moufe, the Cundables old word. 
If thou beed Dun, weele draw thee from the mire 
Of this furreuerence loue wherein thou (lickft. 
Leaue this talke, we burne day light here. 

C Rom: Nay 
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Kom: Nay thats not fo. Mer: I meane fir in delay^ 
We burae our lights by night, like Lampes by day. 
Take our good meaning for our iudgement fits 
Three times a day, ere once in her right wits. 

Rom: So we meane well by going to this maske : 
But tis no wit to goe. 

Mer: Why Romeo may one aske ? 

Row; I dreamt a dreamc to night. 

Mer: And fo did I. Rom; Why what was yours? 

Mer: That dreamers often lie. (true. 

Rom; In bed ^ fleepe while they doe dreame things 

Mer: Ah then I fee Queene Mab hath bin with you. 

Ben: Queene Mab whats fhe? 
She is the Fairies Midwife and doth come 
In fhape no bigger than an Aggat flone 
On the forefinger of a Burgomafler, 
Drawne with a teeme of little Atomi, 
Athwart mens nofes when they lie a fleepe. 
Her waggon fpokes are made of fpinners webs. 
The couer, of the winges of Graftioppers, 
The traces are the Moone-fhine watrie beames. 
The collers crickets bones, the lafti of filmes. 
Her waggoner is a trnall gray coated flie. 
Not halfe fo big as is a little worme, 
Pickt fi-om the lafie finger of a maide, 
And in this fort ihe gallops vp and downe 
Through Louers braines, and then they dream of loue : 
0*re Courtiers knees : who ftrait on curfies dreame 
O're I-»adies lips, who dreame on kilfes flrait : 
Which oft the angrie Mab with blifters plagues, 
Becnufe their breathe* with fweetmeats tainted are: 
Sometimes Ihe gallops ore a Lawers lap. 

And 
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And then dreames he of fmelling out a fute. 

And fometime comes fhe with a tithe pigs taile. 

Tickling a Parfons nofe that lies a fleepe. 

And then dreames he of another benefice : 

Sometime (he gallops ore a fouldiers nofe. 

And then dreames he of cutting forraine throats. 

Of breaches ambufcados, countermines. 

Of healthes fine fadome deepe, and then anon 

Drums in his eare : at which he flartes and wakes. 

And fweares a Praier or two and lleepes againe. 

This is that Mab that makes maids lie on their backes, 

And proues them women of good cariage. (the night. 

This is the verie Mab that plats the manes of Horfes in 

And plats the Elfelocks in foule fluttifh haire, 

Which once vntangled much miffortune breedes. 

Rom: Peace, peace, thou talkft of nothing. 

Mer: True I talke of dreames. 
Which are the Children of an idle braine. 
Begot of nothing but vaine fantafie. 
Which is as thinne a fubflance as the aire. 
And more inconflant than the winde. 
Which wooes euen now the frole bowels of the north. 
And being angred puffes away in hade. 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping fouth. (felaes. 

Ben: Come, come, this winde doth blow vs from our 
Supper is done and we (hall come too late. 

Ro: I feare too earlie, for my minde mifgiues 
Some confequence is hanging in the (lars. 
Which bitterly begins his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels, and expiers the terme 
Of a difpifed life, clofde in this breaft, 
By fome vntimelie forfet of vile death : 

C a But 
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But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe 
Dire^ my faile, on luftie Gentlemen. 

Enter old Capulet with the Ladies, 

Capu: Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that haue their toes vnplagud with Corns 
Will haue about with you, ah ha my MiflrefTes, 
Which of you all will now refufe to dance? 
Shee that makes daintie, Ihee He fweare hath Corns. 
Am I come neere you now, welcome Grentlemen, wel- 
More lights you knaues, & turn thefe tables vp, (come. 

And quench the fire the roome is growne too hote. 
Ah firra, this vnlookt for fport comes well. 
Nay fit, nay fit, good Cofen Capulet: 
For you and I are pad our flanding dayes. 
How long is it lince you and I were in a Maske ? 

Cof: By Ladie fir tis thirtie yeares at leafl. 

Cap: Tis not fb much, tis not io much, 
Tis fince the manage of Luccutio, 
Come Pentecoft as quicklie as it will. 
Some fine and t wen tie yeares, and then we maskt. 

Cof: Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder far. 

Cap: Will you tell me that it cannot be fb, 
His fonne was but a Ward three yeares agoe. 
Good youths I faith. Oh youth's a iolly thing 

Rom: What Ladie is that that doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? O fhee doth teach the torches to 

bume bright ! 
It feemes fhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night. 
Like a rich iewell in an Aethiops eare, 
Beautie too rich for vfe, for earth too deare : 
So fhines a fnow-white Swan trouping with Crowes, 
As this faire Ladie ouer her fellowes fhowes. 

The 
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The meafure done, iie watch her place of (land. 
And touching hers, make happie my rude hand. 
Did my heart loue till now ? Forfweare it fight, 
I neuer faw true beautie till this night. 

Tib: This by his voice ihould be a Mountague, 
Fetch me my rapier boy. What dares the flaue 
Come hither couer'd with an Anticke face. 
To fcorne and ieere at our folemnitie ? 
Now by the flocke and honor of my kin. 
To ftrike him dead I hold it for no (in. 

Ca: Why how now Cofen, wherfore florme you fo. 

Ti : Vncle this is a Mountague our foe, 
A villaine that is hether come in fpight. 
To mocke at our folemnitie this night. 

Ca: Young Romeo, is it not^ 

Ti: It is that villaine Romeo, (man, 

Ca: Let him alone, he beares him like a portly gentle- 
And to fpeake truth, Verona brags of him. 
As of a vertuous and well gouem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this towne. 
Here in my houfe doo him difparagement : 
Therefore be quiet take no note of him, 
Beare a faire preleuce, and put off thefe frownes. 
An ill befeeming femblance for a fead. 

Ti: It fits when fuch a villaine is a guefl. 
He not indure him. 

Ca: He fhalbe indured, goe to I fay, he (hall. 
Am I the Mafter of the houfe or you ? 
You*le not indure him ? God (hall mend my foule 
You'le make a mutenie amongd my guefts, 
You*le fet Cocke a hoope, you'le be the man. 

Ti: Vncle tis a ihame. 

C 3 Ca: Goe 
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Ca: Goe too, you are a faucie knaue^ 
This tricke will fcath you one day I know what. 
Well faid ray hartes. Be quiet : 
More light Ye knaue, or I will raake you quiet. (ting, 

Tihcdt : Patience perforce with wilfull choUer mee- 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greetings : 
I will withdraw, but this intrulion fhall 
Now feeming fwect, conuert to bitter gall. 

Rom: If I prophane with my vnworthie hand. 
This holie ihrine, the gentle finne is this : 
My lips two blufhing Pilgrims ready (land. 
To fmooth the rough touch with a gentle kifle. 

luli: Good Pilgrime you doe wrong your hand too 
Which mannerly deuotion (hewes in this : (much^ 

For Saints haue hands which holy Palmers touch. 
And Palme to Palme is holy Palmers kiffe. 

Rom: Haue not Saints lips, and holy Palmers too ? 

luli: Yes Pilgrime lips that they mufl vfe in praier. 

Ro : Why then faire faint, let lips do what hands doo. 
They pray, yeeld thou, leaft faith turne to difpaire. 

lu : Saints doe not mooue though : grant nor praier 
forfake. 

Ro: Then mooue not till my praiers effedt I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours my fin is purgde. 

lu: Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Ro: Siune from my lips, O trefpalfe fweetly vrgde! 
Giue me my finne againe. 

lu: You kifTe by the booke. 

Nurfe : Madame: your mother cailes, 

Rom : What is her mother ? 

Nurfe: Marrie Baicheler her mother w the Ladie of the 
houfe, and a good Lady, and a wife, and a vertuous, I nurfl 

her 
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her daughter tJuLt you talkt withall, I tell you, he that can 
lay hold of herjhall haue the chinkes. 

Row : Is (he a Mountaguc ? Oh deare account. 
My life is my foes thrall. 

Ca: Nay gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 
We haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards. 

They whifper in /us eare, 
I pray you let me intreat you. Is it fo ? 
Well then I thanke you honeft Gentlemen, 
I promife you but for your company, 
I would haue bin a bed an houre agoe : 
Light to my chamber hoe. 

Exeunt. 
Jul: Nurfe, what is yonder Gentleman ? 
Nur : Thefmne and heire of old Tiberio. 
ful: Whats he that now is going out of dore ? 
Nur : That as I thinke is yong Petruchio. (dance ? 

lul: Whats he that followes there that would not 
Nur: I know not. 

lul : Goe L'arne his name, if he be maried, 
My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nur: His name is Romeo and a Mountague, the onely 

fonne of your great enemie. 
Jul: My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 
Too early feene vnknowne and knowne too late : , 
Prodigious birth of loue is this to me. 
That I fhould loue a loathed enemie. 
Nurfe : FFhats this f what's that f 
Jul: Nothing Nurfe but a rime I learnt euen now of 

one I dancfl with. 
Nurfe : Come your mother Jlaies for you, lie goe a long 
with you. Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter Romeo alone. 

Ro : Sba]l I goe forward and mj heart is here ? 
Tome ba<±e dull earth and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio Mercutio, 

Ben: Romeo, my cofen Romeo. 

Afer: Doeft thou heare he is wife, 
Vpon my life he hath flolne him home to bed. 

Ben : He came this way, and leapt this Orchard walL 
Call good Mercutio, 

Aler: Call, nay He coniure too. 
Romeo, madman, humors, pafsion, liuer, appeare thou ir 
likenes of a figh : fpeak but one rime & I am fatifhed, cry 
but ay me. Pronounce but Loue and Done, fpcake to 
my goflip Fenus one faire word, one nickname for her 
purblinde fonne and heire young Alraham : Cupid hee 
that fhot fo trim when young King Cophetua loued the 
bcgger wench. Hee heares me not. I coniure thee by 
Rofalindes bright eye, high forehead, and fcarlet lip, her 
prettie foote, (Iraight leg, and quiuering thigh, and the 
demaines that there adiacent lie, that in thy likeneffe 
thou appeare to vs. 

Ben: If he doe heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mcr: Tut this cannot anger him, marrie if one ihuld 
raife a fpirit in his Miftris circle of fome flrange falhion, 
making it there to fland till (lie had laid it, and coniurde 
it downe, that were fome fpite. My iuuocation is faire 
and honed, and in his Miflris name I coniure onely but 
to raife vp him. 

Ben: Well he hath hid himfelfe amongft thofc trees. 
To be conforted with the humerous night, 
Blinde in his loue, and befl befits the darke. 

Meri 
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Mer: If loue be blind, loue will not hit the marke. 
Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree. 
And wifh his Miftris were that kinde of fruite. 
As maides call Medlers when they laugh alone. 
Ah Romeo that fhe were, ah that fhe were 
An open Et ccetera, thou a poprin Peare. 
Romeo God night, il'e to my trundle bed : 
This field bed is too cold for mee. 
Come lets away, for tis but vaine. 
To feeke him here that meanes not to be found. 

Ro: He iefts at fears that neuer felt a wound : 
But foft, what light forth yonder window breakes ? 
It is the Eaft, and luliet is the Sunne, 
Arife faire Sunne, and kill the enuious Moone 
That is alreadie ficke, and pale with griefe : 
That thou her maid, art far more faire than fhe. 
Be not her maide fi nee fhe is enuious. 
Her veflall liuerie is but pale and greene. 
And none but fooles doe weare it, cafl it off. 
She fpeakes, but fhe fayes nothing. What of tliat ? 
Her eye difcourfeth, I will anfwere it. 
I am too bold, tis not to me fhe fpeakes. 
Two of the fairefl ftarres in all the skies, 
Hauing fome bufines, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 
The brightnes of her cheekes would fhame thofe flars : 
As day-light doth a Lampe, her eyes in heauen. 
Would through the airie region flreame fo bright. 
That birdes would fing, and thinke it were not night. 
Oh now fhe leanes her cheekes vpon her hand, 
I would I were the gloue to that fame hand, 

D That 
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That I might kiffe that cheeke. 

lul: Ay me, 

Rom : She fpeakes. Oh fpeake againe bright Angell : 
For thou art as glorious to this night beeing ouer my 
As is a winged meflenger of heauen (head, 

Vnto the white vptumed woondring eyes, 
Of mortals that fall backe to gaze on him. 
When he beftrides the lafie pacing cloudes. 
And failes vpon the bofome of the aire. 

lul: Ah Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Denie thy Father, and refufe thy name. 
Or if thou wilt not be but fwome my loue. 
And il'e no longer be a CapuleL 

Rom: Shall I heare more, or (hall I fpeake to this? 

lul: Tis but thy name that is mine enemie. 
Whats Mountague ? It is nor hand nor foote. 
Nor arme, nor face, nor any other part. 
Whats in a name ? That which we call a Rofe, 
By any other name would fmell as fweet : 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 
Retaine the diuine perfe6tion he owes : 
Without that title Romeo part thy name, 
And for that name which is no part of thee. 
Take all I haue. 

Rom : I take thee at thy word. 
Call me but loue, and il'e be new Baptifde, 
Henceforth I neuer will be Romeo. 

lu: What man art thou, that thus beskrind in night, 
Doeft ftumble on my counfaile ? 

Roi By a name I know not how to tell thee. 
My name deare Saint is hatefull to my felfe, 
Becaufe it is an enemie to thee. 

Had 
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Had I it written I would teare the word. 

lul: My eares haue not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongues vtterance, yet I know the found : 
Art thou not Romeo and a Mountague 9 

Ro: Neyther faire Saint, if eyther thee difpleafe. 

lu: How camd thou hether, tell me and wherfore? 
The Orchard walles are high and hard to clime. 
And the place death confidering who thou art. 
If any of my kinfmen finde thee here. 

Ro: By loues light winges did I oreperch thefe wals. 
For flonie limits cannot hold loue out. 
And what loue can doo, that dares loue attempt. 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no let to me. 

Jul: If they doe finde thee they will murder thee. 

Ro: Alas there lies more perrill in thine eyes. 
Then twentie of their fwords, looke thou but fweete. 
And I am proofe againd their enniitie. (here. 

////.• I would not for the world they fhuld find thee 

Ro: I haue nights cloak to hide thee from their fight. 
And but thou loue me let them finde me here : 
For life were better ended by their hate. 
Than death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

lu: By whofe diredions foundfi thou out this place. 

Ro: By loue, who firft did prompt me to enquire, 
I he gaue me counfaile and I lent him eyes. 
I am no Pilot : yet wert thou as farre 
As that vafl fhore, waflit with the furtheft fea, 
I would adiienture for fuch Marchandife. 

lul: Thou knowft the mafke of night is on my face. 
Els would a Maiden blufh bepaint my cheeks : 
For that which thou hafie heard me fpeake to night, 
Faiue would I dwell on forme, feine faine deuie, 
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What I haue fpoke : but farewell complements. 

Doeft thou loue me ? Nay I know thou wilt fay I, 

And I will take thy word : but if thou fwearft. 

Thou raaieft proue falfe : 

At Louers periuries they fay loue fmiles. 

Ah gentle Romeo, if thou loue pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou thinke I am too eafely wonne, 

IFe frowne and fay thee nay and be peruerfe. 

So thou wilt wooe : but els not for the world. 

In truth faire Mouniague, I am too fond. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my hauiour light : 

But truft me gentleman He proue more true. 

Than they that haue more cunning to be ftrange. 

I fhould haue bin ftrange I muft confelfe. 

But that thou ouer-heardft ere I was ware 

My true loues Pafsion : therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difcouered. 

Ro: By yonder bleffed Moone I fweare, 
That tips with filuer all thefe fruit trees tops, 

lul: O fweare not by the Moone the vnconftant 



That monthlie changeth in her circled orbe, 
Leaft that thy loue proue likewife variable. 

Ro: Now by 

Jul: Nay doo not fweare at all. 
Or if thou fweare, fweare by thy glorious felfe. 
Which art the God of my Idolatrie, 
And H'e beleeue thee. 

Ro : If my true harts loue 

lul: Sweare not at al, though I doo ioy in 
I haue fmall loy in this contra^ to night. 
It is too raih too fodaine, too vnaduifde. 
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Too 




of Romeo and lullet. 

Too like the lightning that doth ceafe to bee 

Ere one can fay it lightens. I heare Ibme comming, 

Deare loue adew, fweet Mountague be true. 

Stay but a little and We come againe. 

Ro: O blefled blefled night, I feare being night. 
All this is but a dreame I heare and fee. 
Too flattering true to be fubftantiall. 

lul: Three wordes good Romeo and good night in- 
If that thy bent of loue be honourable ? (deed. 

Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow 
By one that il'e procure to come to thee : 
Where and what time thou wilt perforrae that right. 
And al my fortunes at thy foote il'e lay. 
And follow thee my Lord through out the world. 

Ro: Lou3 goes toward loue like fchoole boyes from 
their bookes, 
£ut loue from loue, to fchoole with heauie lookes. 

////.• Romeo, Romeo, O for a falkners voice. 
To lure this Taflell gentle backe againe : 
Bondage is hoarfe and may not crie aloud. 
Els would I teare the Caue where Eccho lies 
And make her airie voice as hoarfe as mine. 
With repetition of my Romeos name. 
Romeo f 

Ro: It is my foule that calles vpon my name« 
How iiluer fweet found louers tongues in night. 

Jul: Romeo? 

Ro: Madame. 

Tul: At what a clocke to morrow fhall I fend ? 

Ro: At the houre of nine. 

lul: I will not faile, tis twentie yeares till then. 
Romeo I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. • 
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Rom : Let me ftay here till you remember it. 

lul: I fhall forget to haue thee dill flaie here, 
Remembring how I loue thy companie. 

Rom: And ll'e ftay ftill to haue thee flill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

lu: Tis almoft moruing I would haue thee gone. 
But yet no further then a wantons bird. 
Who lets it hop a Httle from her hand. 
Like a pore prilbner in his t willed giues, 
And with a filke thred puis it backe againe. 
Too louing iealous of his Hbertie. 

Ro: Would I were thy bird. 

lul: Sweet fo would I, 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherrifliing thee. 
Good night, good night, parting is fuch fweet forrow. 
That I Ihall fay good night till it be morrow. (breaft, 

Rom: Slcope dvvell vpon thine eyes, peace on thy 
I would that I were fleep and peace of fweet to reft. 
Now will I to my Ghoftly fathers Cell, 
Hii help to craue, and my good hap to tell. 

Enter Frier Francis, (nigl^t. 

Frier : The gray ey'd morne fmiles on the frowning 
Checkring the Eafterne clouds with flreakes of light. 
And flecked darkenes like a drunkard reeles. 
From forth daies path, and Titans fierie wheeles : 
Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye. 
The world to cheare, and nights darke dew to drie. 
We muft vp fill this oafier Cage of ours, 
With balefuU weeds, and precious iuyced flowers. 
Oh mickle is the powerfuU grace that lies 
In hearbes, plants, ftones, and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that vile on earth doth Hue, 

But 



of Romeo and luliet, 

But to the earth forae fpeciall good doth giue : 

Nor nought fo good, but ftraind from that faire vfe, 

Reuohs to vice and durables on abufe : 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mifapplied^ 

And vice foraetiraes by a^on dignified. 

Within the infant rinde of this fniall flower, 

Poyfou hath refidence, and medecine power : 

For this being fraelt too, with that part cheares ech hart. 

Being tailed flaies all fences with the hart. 

Two fuch oppofed foes incampe them ftill. 

In man as well as herbes, grace and rude will. 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the canker death eats vp that plant. 

Rom.* Good morrow to my Ghoftly Confeflbr. 

Fri: Benedicite, what earlie tongue fo foone faluteth 
Yong fonne it argues a diftempered head, (me ? 

So fooue to bid good morrow to my bed. 
Care keepes his watch in euerie old mans eye. 
And where care lodgeth, lleep can neuer lie : 
But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braines 
Doth, couch his limmes, there golden fleepe remaines : 
Therefore thy earlines doth me affure, 
Thou art vprowfd by fome diftemperature. 
Or if uot fo, then here I hit it righ 
Our Romeo hath not bin a bed to night. 

Ro: The laft was true, the fweeter reft was mine. 

Fr: (rod pardon fin, wert thou with Kofaline? 

Ro.- With Rofdline my Ghoftly father no, 
I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 

Fri : Thats my good fonne : but where haft 

Ro.* I tell thee ere thou aske it me againe, 
I haue bin feafting with mine enemie : 



(then ? 
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Where on the fodaine one hath wounded mee 
Thats by me wounded, both our remedies 
With in thy help and holy phificke lies, 
I beare no hatred blefled man : for loe 
My intercefsioa likewife fteades my foe. 

Frier : Be plaine my fonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confession findes but ridling fhrift. 

Rom .- Then plainely know my harts deare loue is fet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, fo hers likewife on mine, • 
And all combind, faue what thou mud combine 
By holy marriage ; where, and when, and how. 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vowcs, 
ire tell thee as I paffe : But this I pray. 
That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri: Holy 5. Francis, what a change Is here ? 
Is Rofaline whome thou didd loue fo deare 
So foone forfooke, lo yong mens loue then lies 
Not truelie in their harts, but in their eyes. 
lefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 
How much fait water caft away in wafte. 
To feafon loue, that of loue doth not tafte. 
The funne not yet thy fighes from heauen cleares. 
Thy old grones ring yet in my ancient eares. 
And loe vpon thy cheeke the ftaiue doth fit. 
Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 
If euer thou wert thus, and thefe woes thine. 
Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline, 
And art thou changde, pronounce this fentence then 
Women may fal, when ther's no flrength in men. 

Rom: Thou chidfl me oft for louiug Rofaline. 
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Fr: For doating, not for louing, pupill mine. 

Rom: And badfl me burie loue. 

Fr: Not in a graue. 
To lay one in another out to haue. 

Rom : I pree thee chide not, fhe whom I loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and loue for loue allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fr: Oh fhe knew well 
Thy loue did read by rote, and could not fpell. 
But come yong Wauerer, come goe with mee. 
In one refped He thy afsiflant bee : 
For tliis alliaunce may fo happie proue. 
To tume your Houiholds rancour to pure loue. 



Exeunt. 



Enter Mercutio, Benuolio. 

Mer: Why whats become of Romeo f came he not 
home to night ? 

Ben: Not to his Fathers, I fpake with his man. 

Mer: Ah that fame pale hard hearted wench, that Ro^ 
Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. {/aline, 

Mer: Tybalt the Kinfman of olde Capolet 
Hath fent a Letter to his Fathers Houfe : 
Some Challenge on my life. 

Ben : Romeo will anfwere it. 

Mer: I, anie man that can write may anfwere a letter. 

Ben: Nay, he will anfwere the letters mafler if hee bee 
challenged. 

Mer: Who, Romeo f why he is alreadie dead : flabd 
with a white wenches blacke eye, (hot thorough the eare 
with a loue fong, the verie pinne of his heart cleft with the 
blinde bow-boyes but- (haft. And is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt f 

Ben : Why what is Tybalt f 

Mer: More than the prince of cattes I can tell you. Oh 
he is the couragious captaine of complements. Catfo, he 
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fightes as you fing pricke-fong, keepes time dyftance and 
proportion, refts me his minum reft oije two and the thirde 
in your bofome, the very butcher of a filken button, a Duel- 
lift a Duellift, a gentleman of the very firft houfe of the firft 
and fecond caufe, ah the immortall Paifado, the Punto re- 
uerfo, the Hay. 

Ben : The what ? 

Me: The Poxe of fuch limping antique afFeding fan- 
tafticoes thefe new tuners of accents. By lefu a very good 
blade, a very tall man, a very good whoore. Why graund- 
ftr is not this a miferable cafe that we fhould be ftil afflided 
with thefe ftrange flies : thefe faftiionmongers, thefe par- 
donmees, that ftand fo much on the new forme, that they 
cannot fitte at eafe on the old bench. Oh their bones, theyr 
bones. 

Ben. Heere comes Romeo. 

Men Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering. O flefti flefh 
how art thou flftiified. Sirra now is he for the numbers that 
Petrarch flowdin : Laura to his Lady was but a kitchin 
drudg, yet ftie had a better loue to berime her : Dido a dow- 
dy Cleopatra a Gypfie, Hero and Hellen hildings and harle- 
tries : Thl/bie a gray eye or fo, but not to the purpofe. Signior 
Romeo bon iour, there is a French curtefie to your French 
flop : yee gaue vs the counterfeit fairely yefternight. 

RoTw : What counterfeit I pray you ? 

Me I The flip the flip, can you not conceiue? 

RoTTi ; I cry you mercy my buflnes was great, and in fuch 
a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefle. 

Mer: Oh thats as much to fay as fuch a cafe as yours wil 
conftraine a man to bow in the bams. 

Row : A moft curteous expofltion. 

Me : Why I am the very pinke of curtefie. 

Row : Pinke for flower ? 

Men Right. 

Rom : Then is my Pumpe well flour*d : 

Mer: Well faid, follow me nowe that ieft till thou haft 
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worae out thy Pumpe, that when the fingle fole of it b worn 
the ieft may remaine after the wearing foUe finguler. 

Rom: O fingle foald ieft folie finguler for the finglenes. 

Me, Come between vs good Benuolio, for my wits faile. 

RoTTi: Swits and fpurres, fwits & fpurres, or He cry a match, 

Mer: Nay if thy wits runne the wildgoole chafe, I haue 
done : for I am fure thou haft more of the goofe in one of 
thy wits, than I haue in al my fine : Was I with you there for 
the goofe ? 

Rom: Thou wert neuer with me for any thing, when 
thou wert not with me for the goofe. 

Me: He bite thee by the eare for that ieft. 

Rom ; Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer: Why thy wit is a bitter fweeting, a moft fharp fauce 

Rom: And was it not well feru*d in to a fweet goofe? 

Mer: Oh heere is a witte of Cheuerell that ftretcheth 
from an ynch narrow to an ell broad. 

Rom : I ftretcht it out for the word broad, which added to 
the goofe, proues thee faire and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer: Why is not this better now than groning for loue? 
why now art thou fociable, now art thou thy felfe, nowe art 
thou what thou art, as wel by arte as nature. This driueling 
loue b like a great naturall, that runs vp and downe to hide 
his bable in a hole. 

Ben: Stop there. 

Me: Why thou wotildft haue me ftopp my tale againft 
the haire. 

Ben : Thou wouldft haue made thy tale too long ? 

Mer: Tut man thou art deceiued, I meant to make it 
fhort, for I was come to the whole depth of my tale ? and 
meant indeed to occupie the argument no longer. 

Rom: Heers goodly geare. 



Enter Nurfe and her man. 



Mer: A faile, a faile, a faile. 
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Ben: Two, two, a fliirt and a fmocke. 
Nur: Peter, pree thee giue me my fen. 
Mer: Pree thee doo good Peter, to hide her fece: for 
her fenne is the feirer of the two. 

Nur: God ye goodmorrow Gentlemen. 
Mer: God ye good den feire Gentlewoman. 
Nur: Is it godyegooden I pray you. 

Mer: Tls no lefle I affure you, for the handle hand of 
the diall is euen now vpon the pricke of noone. 
Nur: Fie, what a man is this ? 

Rom: A Gentleman Nurfe, that God hath made for 
himfelfe to marre. 

Nur: By my troth well faid : for himfelfe to marre 
quoth he ? I pray you can anie of you tell where one maie 
finde yong Romeo ? 

Rom: I can: but yong Romeo will bee elder when you 
haue found him, than he was when you fought him. I am 
the yongeft of that name for fault of a worfe. 
Nur: Well faid. 

Mer: Yea, is the worft well? mas well noted, wife- 
ly, wifely. 

Nu: If yoji be he fir, I defire fome conference with ye. 
Ben: O, belike {he meanes to inuite him to fupper. 
Mer: So ho. A baud, a baud, a baud. 
Rom: Why what haft found man? 

Mer: No hare fir, vn lefle it be a hare in a lenten pye, 
that is fome what ftale and hoare ere it be eaten. 

He walkes ly them, andjings. 
And an olde hare hore, and an olde hare hore 

is verie good meate in Lent : 
But a hare thats hoare is too much for a fcore, 
if it hore ere it be fpent. 
Youl come to your fathers to fupper ? 

Rom: I will. 
Mer: Farewell ancient Ladie, farewell fweete Ladie. 

Exeunt Benuolio, Mercutio: 

Nur/: 
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Nur: Marry farewell. Pray what faucie merchant was 
this that was fo full of his roperipe ? 

Rom: A gentleman Nurfe that loues to heare himfelfe 
talke, and will fpeake more in an houre than hee will fland 
to in a month. 

Nur: If hee Hand to anie thing againfl mee^ lie take 
him downe if he were luflier than he is : if I cannot take him 
downe^ He finde them that fhall : I am none of his flurt- 
gills^ I am none of his skaines mates. 

She turnes to Peter her man. 
And thou like a knaue mufl Hand by^ and fee euerie lacke 
vfe me at his pleafure. 

Pet: I fee no bodie vfe you at his pleafure, if I had, I 
would foone haue drawen: you know my toole is as foone 
out as anothers if I fee time and place. 

Nur: Now afore God he hath fo vext me, that euerie 
member about me quiuers : fcuruie lacke. But as I faid, my 
Ladie bad me feeke ye out, and what fhee bad me tell yee, 
that He keepe to my felfe : but if you fhould lead her into a 
fooles paradice as they faye, it were a verie grofle kinde of 
behauiour as they fay, for the Gentlewoman is yong. Now 
if you fhould deale doubly with her, it were verie weake 
dealing, and not to be offered to anie Gentlewoman. 

Rom: Nurfe, commend me to thy Ladie, tell her I pro- 
tefl. 

Nur: Good heart: yfaith He tell her fo : oh fhe will be 
a iovfiill woman. 

Rom : Why, what wilt thou tell her ? 

Nur: That you doo protefl : which (as I take it) is a 
Gentlemanlike proffer. 

Rom : Bid her get leaue to morrow morning 
To come to fhrift to Frier Laurence cell : 
And flay thou Nurfe behinde the Abbey wall. 
My man fhall come to thee, and bring along 
The cordes, made like a tackled flaire. 
Which to the high top-gallant of my ioy 

£ 3 Mufl 



The excellent Tragedie 

Mud be my condud in the fecret night. 
Hold, take that for thy paines. 

Nur : No, not a penie truly. 

Rom .' I fay you fhall not chufe. 

Nttr .• Well, to morrow morning {he (hall not faile. 

Rom .• Farewell, be truftie, and He quite thy paine. Rrit 

Nur : Peter, take my fanne, and goe before. £jr. omnes. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul : The clocke ftroke nine when I did fend my Nurfle 
In halfe an houre {he promifl to returne. 
Perhaps {he cannot finde him. Thats not fo. 
Oh fhe is lazie, Loues heralds {hould be thoughts^ 
And runne more fwift, than haftie powder fierd. 
Doth hurrie from the fearfull Cannons mouth. 

Enter Nurfe. 
Oh now {he comes. Tell me gentle Nurfe, 
What fayes my Loue ? 

Nur: Oh I am wearie, let mee reft a while. Lord how 
my bones ake. Oh wheres my man? Giue me fome aqua 
vitae. 

Jul : I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes. 

Nur : Fie, what a iaunt haue I had : and my backe a to- 
ther fide. Lord, Lord, what a cafe am I in. 

Jul : But tell me fweet Nurfe, what fayes Romeo P 

Nur: Romeo, nay, alas you cannot chufe a man. Hees 
no bodie, he is not the Flower of curtefie, he is not a proper 
man : and for a hand, and a foote, and a baudie, wel go thy 
way wench, thou haft it ifaith. Lord, Lord, how my head 
beates? 

Jul : What of all this ? tell me what fayes he to our ma- 
nage? 

Nur: Marry he fayes like an honeft Grentleman, and a 
kinde, and I warrant a vertuous : wheres your Mother ? 

Jul : Lord, Lord, how odly thou replieft ? He faies like a 

kinde 
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kinde Gentleman, and an honefl, and a vertuousj wheres 
your mother ? 

Nur: Marry come vp, cannot you (lay a while? is this 
the poulteire for mine aking boanes? next arrant youl haue 
done, euen doot your felfe. 

Jul : Nay flay fweet Nurfe, I doo intreate thee now. 
What fayes my Loue, my Lord, my Romeo ? 

Nur : Goe, hye you ftraight to Friar Laurence Cell, 
And frame a fcufe that you muft goe to fhrift : 
There ftayes a Bridegroome to make you a Bride. 
Now comes the wanton blood vp in your cheekes, 
I muft prouide a ladder made of cordes. 
With which your Lord muft clime a birdes neft foone, 
I muft take paines to further your delight. 
But you muft beare the burden foone at night. 
Doth this newes pleafe you now ? 

Jul : How doth her latter words reuiue my hart. 
Thankes gentle Nurle, difpatch thy bufines. 
And He not faile to raeete ray Roweo. Exeunt, 

Enter Komeo, Frier, 

Rom : Now Father Laurence, in thy holy grant 
Confifts the good of me and luliet. 

Fr : Without more words I will doo all I may. 
To make you happie if in me it lye. 

Rom : This morning here ihe pointed we ftiould meet. 
And confumate thofe neuer parting bands, 
Witnes of our harts loue by ioyning hands. 
And come ftie will. 

Fr : I gcfTe (he will indeed. 

Youths loue is quicke, fwifter than fwifteft fpeed. 

Enter luliet fomewhat fqjl, and embraceth Romeo, 

See where flie comes. 

So light of foote nere hurts the troden flower : 

Of loue and ioy, fee fee the foueraigne power, 

lull Romeo, 
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Rom : My Juliet welcome. As doo waking eyes 
(Cloafd in Nights rayfts) attend the frolicke Day, 
So Romeo hath expe6ted Juliet, 
And thou art come. 

Jul : I am (if I be Day) 
Come to my Sunne : (hine foorth, and make me faire. 

Rom : All beauteous fairnes dwelleth in thine eyes. 

Jul : Romeo from thine all brightnes doth arife. 

Fr : Come wantons, come, the dealing houres do palTe 
Defer imbracements till fome fitrer time. 
Part for a while, you {hall not be alone, 
Till holy Church haue ioynd ye both in one. 

Rom : Lead holy Father, all delay feemes long. 

Jul : Make haft, make haft, this lingring doth vs wrong. 

Fr: O, foft and faire makes fweeteft worke they £ay. 
Haft is a common hindrer in crolTe way. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Benuolio, Mercutio. 



Ben : I pree thee good Mercutio lets retire. 
The day is hot, the Capels are abroad. 

Mer : Thou art like one of thofe, that when hee comes 
into the confines of a tauerne, claps me his rapier on the 
boord, and fayes, God fend me no need of thee : and by 
the operation of the next cup of wine, he drawes it on the 
drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben : Am I like fuch a one ? 

Mer: Go too, thou art as hot a lacke being mooude, 
and as foone mooude to be moodie, and as foone moodie to 
be mooud. 

Ben : And what too ? 

Mer: Nay, and there were two fuch, wee ftiould haue 
none iliortly. Didft not thou fall out with a man for crack- 
ing of nuts, hauing no other reafon, but becaufe thou hadft 
hafill eyes ? what eye but fuch an eye would haue pickt out 
fuch a quarrell ? With another for coughing, becaufe hee 
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wakd thy dogge that lay a fleepe in the Sunne? With a 
Taylor for wearing his new dublet before Eafter: and 
with another for tying his new Ihoes with olde ribands. 
And yet tli^u wilt forbid me of quarrelling. 
Ben : By my head hecre comes a Capolet. 

Enter Tybalt, 

Mer: By my heele I care not. 

Tyb : Gentlemen a word with one of you. 

Mer . But one word with one of vs ? You had beft couple 
it with foraewhat, and make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb : I am apt enough to that if I haue occafion. 

Mer : Could you not take occafion ? 

Tyb : Mercutio thou conforts with Romeo t 

Mer : Confort. Zwouues confort ? the flaue wil make fid- 
lers of vs. If you doe firra, look for nothing but difcord : For 
heeres my fiddle-fticke. ' 

Enter Romeo, 

Tyb : Well peace be with you, heere comes my man. 

Mer : But He be hanged if he weare your lyuery : Mary 
go before into the field, and he may be your follower, fo in 
that fence your worfhip may call him man. 

Tyb : Romeo the hate I beare to thee can affoord no bet- 
ter words then thefe, thou art a villaine. 

Rom : Tybalt the loue I beare to thee, doth excufe the 
appertaining rage to fuch a word : villaine am I none, ther- 
fore I well perceiue thou knowfl me not. 

Tyb : Bace boy this cannot feme thy turne, and therefore 
drawe. 

Ro : I doe protefl I neuer iniured thee, but loue thee bet- 
ter than thou canfl deuife, till thou (halt know the reafon of 
my loue. 

Mer: O diflionorable vile fubmiflion. Allnflochado caries 
it away. You Ratcatcher, come backe, come backe. 

Tyb : What wouldell with me ? 

F Mer: 
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Met : Nothing King of Gates, but borrow one of your 
nine lines, "therefore come drawe your rapier out of your 
fcabard, leaft mine be about your eares ere you be aware. 

Rom : Stay Tihcdt, hould Mercutio : Benuolio beate 
downe their weapons. 

Tilalt tmder Romeos arme thru/Is Mer- 
cutio, in andjlyes. 

Met: Is he gone, hath hee nothing? A poxe on your 
houfes. 

Rom : What art thou hurt man, the wound is not deepe. 

Mer : Noe not fo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a 
bame doore, but it will ferue I warrant. What meant you to 
come betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Rom : I did all for the bed. 

Mer: A poxe of your houfes, I am fairely dreft. Sirra 
goe fetch me a Surgeon. 

-Soy .• I goe my Lord. 

Mer : I am pepperd for this world, I am fped yfaith, he 
hath made wormes meate of me, & ye aske for me to mor- 
row you fhall finde me a graue-man. A poxe of your houfes, 
I fhall be fairely mounted vpon foure mens fhoulders: For 
your houfe of the Mountegues and the Capolets : and then 
fome peafantly rogue, fome Sexton, fome bafe flaue fhall 
write my Epitapth, that Tybalt came and broke the Princes 
Lawes, and Mercutio was flaine for the firll and fecond 
caufe. Wher*s the Surgeon ? 

Boy : Hee's come fir. 

Mer; Now heele keepe a mumbling in ipy guts on the 
other fide, come Benuolio, lend me thy hand : a poxe of your 
houfes. Exeunt 

Rom : This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie. 
My very fi^nd hath tane this mortall wound 
In my behalfe, my reputation flaind 
With Tihalts fla under, Tybalt that an houre 
Hath beene niy kinfman. Ah luUet 
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Thy beautie makes me thus effeminate. 
And in my temper foftens valors fteele. 

Enter BenuoUo. 

Ben : Ah Romeo Romeo braiie Mercutlo is dead. 
That gallant fpirit hath a Ipir'd the cloudes. 
Which too vntimely fcomd the lowly earth. 

Rom : This daies black fate, on more daies doth depend 
This but begins what other dayes muft end. 

Enter Tihalt. 

Ben : Heere comes the furious Tihalt backe againe. 

Rom : A liue in tryumph and Mercutio flaine ? 
Away to heauen refpe^iue lenity : 
And fier eyed fury be my condu6t now. 
Now Tihalt take the villaine backe againe, 
Which late thou gau'fl me : for Mercutios foule. 
Is but a little way aboue the cloudes. 
And ftaies for thine to beare him company. 
Or thou, or J, or both fhall follow him. 

Fight, Tihalt falles. 

Ben : Romeo away, thou feed that Tilalt's flaine. 
The Citizens approach, away, begone 
Thou wilt be taken. 

Rom : Ah I am fortunes flaue. 

Exeunt 

Enter Citizens, 

IValch. Wher's he that flue Mercutio, Ti/halt that vil- 
laine ? 

Ben : There is that Tylalt. 

F a fTatch: Vp 
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Vp firra goe with vs. 

Enter Prince, Capolets wife. 

Pry: Where be the vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben : Ah Noble Prince I can difcouer all 
The moft vnlucky mannage of this brawle. 
Heere lyes tlie man (laine by yong Knjneo, 
That flew thy kinfnian braue AL-rcutio, 

Ml Tibalt, Tybalt, O my brothers child, 
Vnhappie light ? Ah the blood is fpilt 
Of my deare kinfman. Prince as thou art true : 
For blood of ours, fhed bloud of Mountagciv, 

Pry: Speake Benuolio who began ihis fray? 

Ben : Tibalt heere flaine whom Komeos hand did llay. 
Romeo who fpake him fayre bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was. 
But Tibalt ftill perfifting in his wrong. 
The ftout Mercutio drewe to calme the ftorme. 
Which Komeo feeing cal'd (lay Gentlemen, 
And on me cry'd, who drew to part their ftrife. 
And with his agill arme yong Romeo, 
As fall as tung cryde peace, fought peace to make. 
While they were enterchanging thrulls and blows, 
Vnder yong Komeos laboring arme to part. 
The furious Tybalt caft an enuious thruft. 
That rid the life of flout Mercutio. 
With that he fled, but prefently return'd. 
And with his rapier braued Rofneo : 
That had but newly enlertain'd reuenge. 
And ere I could draw forth my rapyer 
To part their furie, downe did Tybalt fall. 
And this way Romeo fled. 

AIo : He is a Mountagew and fpeakes partiall. 
Some twentie of them fought in this blacke llrife : 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 
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I doo intreate fweete Prince thoult iuftice giue, 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo may not liue. 

Prin : And for that offence 
Immediately we doo exile him henqg. 
I haue an interefl in your hates proceeding, 
My blood for your rude braules doth lye a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with fo large a tine. 
That you fhall all repent the lolfe of mine. 
I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 
Nor teares nor prayers fhall purchafe for abufes. 
Pittie fhall dwell and gouerne with vs flill : 
Mercie to all but murdrers, pardoning none that kill. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter luliet, 

Jul : Gallop apace you fierie footed fleedes 
To Phoebus manfion, fuch a Waggoner 
As Phaeton, would quickly bring you thether. 
And fend in cloudie night immediately. 

Enter Nurfe wringing her hands, with the ladder 

of cordes in her lap. 
But how now Nurfe : O Lord, why lookfl thou fad? 
What hafl thou there, the cordes ? 

Nur : I, I, the cordes : alacke we are vndone, 
We are vndone, Ladie we are vndone. 

lul : What diuell art thou that torments me thas ? . 

Nurf: Alack the day, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 

Jul : This torture fhoald be roard in difmall hell. 
Can heauens be fo enuious ? 

Nur: Romeo can if heauens cannot. 
I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes. 
God faue the fample, on his manly breall : 
A bloodie coarfe, a piteous bloodie coarfe. 
All pale as afhes, I fwounded at the fight. 
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lul : Ah Romeo, Romeo, what difaller hap 
Hath feuerd thee from thy true Juliet ? 
Ah why fhould Heaucn fo much confpire with Woe, 
Or Fate enuie our happie Marriage, 
So foone to funder vs by timelefTe Death ? 

Nu7 ' O Tyhalt, Tybalt, the beft trend I had, 
O honed Tybalt, curteous Gentleman. 

lul : What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrarie. 
Is Tybalt dead, and Romeo murdered : 
My deare loude coufen, and my deareft Lord. 
Then let the trumpet found a generall doome 
Thefe two being dead, then liuing is there none. 

Nur : Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banilhed, 
Romeo that murdred him is banilhed. 

Jul : Ah heauens, did Romeos hand fhed Tybalts blood ? 

Nur: It did, it did, alacke the day it did.' 

lul : O ferpents hate, hid wiih a flowring face : 
O painted fepulcher, including filth. 
Was neuer booke containing fo foule matter. 
So feirly bound. Ah, what meant Romeo ? 

Nur : There is no truth, no faith, no honeftie in men : 
All falfe, all fait hies, periurde, all forfworne. 
Shame come to Romeo, 

lul: A blifter on that tung, he was not borne to fliame : 
Vpon his face Shame is afhamde to lit. 
But wherefore villaine didll thou kill my Coufen? 
That villaine Coufen would haue kild my husband. 
All this is comfort. But there yet remaines 
VVorfe than his death, which faine I would forget : 
But ah, it prefleth to my memorie, 
Romeo is banilhed. Ah that wt rd Banilhed 
Is worfe than death. Knm.o is bani.lud. 
Is Father, Mother, Tybah, lulnt. 
All killd, all llaiiie, all d.ad, all banilh d. 
Where are my Father and my Mother Nuri'e ? 

Nur : V Vei ping and way ling ouer Tybalts coarfe. 

Will 



of Romeo and lulieL 

Will you goe to them ? 

lul: I, I, when theirs are fpent. 
Mine fhall he (hed for Komeos banifhment. 

Nur : Ladie, your Borneo will be here to night. 
He to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. 

lul: Doo fo, and beare this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come to take his*lail farewell. Exeunt, 

Enter Frier. 
Fr : Komeo come forth, come forth thou fearfull man, 
Affliftion is enamourd on thy parts. 
And thou art wedded to Calamine. 

Enter Romeo. 
Kom : Father what newes, what is the Princes doome. 
What Sorrow craues acquaintance at our hands. 
Which yet we k»^ow not. 

Fr : Too femiUar 
Is my yong fonne with fuch fowre companie : 
I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 

R0//1 .- What leife than doomes day is the Princes doome? 
Fr : A gentler iudgement vanifht from his lips. 
Not bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Rom : Ha, Baniflied ? be mercifull, fay death : 
For Exile hath more terror in his lookes. 
Than death it felfe, doo not fay Banifhment. 

Fr : Hence from Ferona art thou banifhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom : There is no world without Verona walls. 
But purgalorie, torture, hell it felfe. 
Hence banifhed, is banifht from the world : 
And world exilde is death. CaUing death banifhment. 
Thou cutlt my head off with a golden axe. 
And fmilefl vpon the flroke that murders me. 

Fr : Oh monflrous finne, O rude vnthankfiilnes : 
Thy fault our law calls death, but the milde Prince 
(Taking thy part) hath rufhd afide the law. 

And 
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to 



And turnd that blacke word death to banifhment : 
This is meere mercie, and thou feed it not. 

Rom : Tis torture and not mercie, heauen is heere 
Where luliet Hues : and euerie cat and dog, 
And little moufe, euerie vnworthie thin^ 
Liue here in hw^aucMi, and mny look*.* on h^r. 
But Komeo may not. Mor vaiidi ic*. 
More honourable (late, more cour llii;) liuts 
In carrion flyes, than Komeo : they may llaze 
On the white wonder of faire Juliets skinne, 
And (leale immortall kifles from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not, he is baniflied. 
Fhes may doo this, but I tVom this muft flye. 
Oh Father hadft thou no ftrong poyfon mixt. 
No (harpe ground knife, no prefent meane of death. 
Though nere fo meane, but banilliment 
To torture me withall : ah, banilhed. 
O Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howling attends it. How hadft thou the heart. 
Being a Diuine, a ghoftly Confeffor, 
A finne abfoluer, and my frend profeft. 
To mangle me with that word, Baniihment? 

Fr : Thou fond mad man, heare me but fpeake a word. 

Rom: O, thou wilt talke againe of Banifhment. 

Fr : He giue thee armour to beare otf this word, 
Aduerfities fweete milke, philofophie. 
To comfort thee though thou be banifhed. 

Rom ; Yet Banifhed ? hang vp philofophie, 
VnlefTe philofophie can make a Juliet, 
Difplant a Towne, reuerfe a Princes doome, 
It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more. 

Fr : O, now I fee that madmen haue no eares. 

Rom: How fhould they, when that wife men haue no 
eyes. 

Fr : Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Rom : Thou canft not fpeak of what thou doft not feele. 

Wert 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Wert thou as young as I, Iidiet thy Loue, 

An houre but married, Tybalt murdred. 

Doting like me, and like me baniflicd. 

Then mighift thou fpeake, then mighift thou teare thy 

hayre. 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 



Nurfe knockes. 

Fr : Komeo arife, (land vp thou wilt be taken, 
I heare one knocke, arife and get thee gone. 
Nu : Hoe Fryer. 
Fr : Gods will what wilfulnes is this? 

Shee knockes againe. 



Nur : Hoe Fryer open the doore, 

Fr : By and by I come. Who is there P 

Nur : One from Lady luliet. 

Fr : Then come neare. 

Nur : Oh holy Fryer, tell mee oh holy Fryer, 
Where is my Ladies Lord ? Wher's Romeo ? 

Fr: There on the ground, with his owne teares made 
drunke. 

Nur : Oh he is euen in my Miftrefle cafe, 
lull in her cafe. Oh wofull fimpathy, 
Pitteous predicament, euen fo lyes ihee. 
Weeping and blubbring, blubbring and weeping : 
Stiind vp, (land vp, (land and you be a man. 
For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and (land. 
Why (hould you fall into fo deep an O. 



He rifes. 
Romeo : Nurfe. 

Nur : Ah fir, ah fir. Wei death's the end of all. 
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Rom : Spakefl thou of luliei, how is it with her? 
Doth fhe not thinke me an olde murderer. 
Now I haue ftainde the childhood of her ioy. 
With bloud remou'd but little from her owne ? 
Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? And what fayes 
My conceal'd Lady to our canceld lone ? 

Nur : Oh ihe faith nothing, but weepes and pules. 
And now fals on her bed, now on the ground. 
And Tybalt cryes, and then on Romeo calles. 

Rom : As if that name (hot from the deadly leuel of a gun 
Did murder her, as that names curfed hand 
Murderd her kinfman. Ah tell me holy Fryer 
In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lye? Tell me that I may facke 
The hateful! mantion ? 

He offers tojlah himfelfe, and Nurfefnatches 

the dagger away. 



4 

« 



Nur: Ah> 

Fr : Hold, (lay thy hand : art thou a man ? thy forme 
Cryes out thou art, but thy wilde a6tes denote 
The vnrefonable furyes of a beaft. 
Vnfeemely woman in a feeming man. 
Or ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 
Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt} wilt thou flay thy felfe? 
And flay thy Lady too, that Hues in thee? 
Roufe vp thy fpirits, thy Lady Juliet Hues, 
For whofe fweet fake thou wert but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee. 
But thou flueft Tybalt, there art thou happy too. 
A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happines Courts thee in his beft array : 
But like a misbehaude and fullen wench 
Thou frownft vpon thy Fate that fmilles on thee. 



Take 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Take heede, take heede, for fuch dye miferable. 

Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed : 

Afcend her Chamber Window, hence and comfort her. 

But looke thou flay not till the watch be fet : 

For then thou can ft not paiTe to Mantua, 

Nurfe prouide all things in a readines, 

Comfort thy Miftrefle, hafte the houfe to bed. 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto. 

Nut : Good Lord what a thing learning is. 
I could haue ftayde heere all this night 
To heare good counfeU. Well Sir, 
He tell my Lady that you will come. 

Rom : Doe fo and bidde my fweet prepare to childe, 
Farwell good Nurfe. 

Nurfe offers to goe in and turnes agmne. 

Nur : Heere is a Ring Sir, that fhe bad me giue you, 
Rom : How well my comfort is reuiud by this. 

Elxit Nurfe. 

Fr : Soiome in Mantua, He finde out your man. 
And he fhall (ignifie from time to time : 
Euery good hap that doth befall thee heere. 
Farwell. 

Rom : But that a ioy, paft ioy cryes out on me. 
It were a griefe fo breefe to part with thee. 



Enter olde Capolet and his wife, with 
County Paris. 



Cap : Thinges haue fallen out Sir fo vnluckily. 
That we haue had no time to moue my daughter. 
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Looke yee Sir, ihe lou'd her kinfman dcarely. 
And fo did I. Well, we were borne to dye. 
Wife wher's your daughter, is ihe in her chamber ? 
I ihinke {he meanes not to come downe to night. 

Par : Thefe times of woe alfoord no time to wooe, 
Maddam farwell, commend me to your daughter. 

Paris offers to goe in, and Capolet 
calles him againe. 
Cap : Sir Paris ? He make a defperate tender of my child. 
I thinke fhe will be rulde in all refpe6ies by race : 
But foft what day is this ? 
Par : Munday my Lord. 
Cap : Oh then Wenfday is too foone. 
On Thurfday let it be : you (hall be maried. 
Wee'le make no great a doe, a fr^nd or two, or fo : 
For looke ye Sir, Tybalt being flaine fo lately. 
It will be thought we held him careleflye : 
If we fhould reuell much, therefore we will haue 
Some halfe a dozen frends and make no more adoe. 
But what fay you to Thurfday. 

Par: My Lorde I wiflie that Thurfday were to mor- 
row. 
Cap : Wife goe you to your daughter, ere you goe to 
bed. 
Acquaint her witli the County Paris loue. 
Fare well my Lord till Thurfday next. 
Wife gette you to your daughter. Light to my Chamber. 
Afore me it is fo very very late. 
That we may call it earely by and by. 

Ejceunt. 




Enter. 



of Romeo and luliet. 




Enter Romeo and luliet at the window. 



Jul : Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet nere day. 
It was the Nightingale and not the Larke 
That pierft the fearfull hollow of thine eare : 
Nightly ihe fings on yon Pomegranate tree, 
Beleeue me loue, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom : It was the Larke, the Herald of the Morne, 
And not the Nightingale. See Loue what enuious drakes 
Doo lace the feuering clowdes in yonder Eaft. 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond Day 
Stands tiptoes on the myftie mountaine tops. 
I muft be gone and liue, or ftay and dye. 

lul : Yon light is not day light, I know it I : 
It is fome Meteor that the Sunne exhales. 
To be this night to thee a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Then ftay awhile, thou fhalt not goe foone. 

Rom : Let me ftay here, let me be tane, and dye : 
If thou wilt haue it fo, I am content. 
He fay yon gray is not the Mornings Eye, 
It is the pale reflex of Cynthias brow. 
He fay it is the Nightingale that beates 
The vaultie heauen fo high aboue our heads. 
And not the Larke the Melfenger of Morne. 
Come death and welcome, lulict wils it fo. 
What fayes my Loue ? lets talke, tis not yet day. 

Jul : It is, it is, be gone, flye hence away. 
It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune. 
Straining harih Difcords and vnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay, the Larke makes fweete Diuifion : 
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This doth not fo : for this diuideth vs. 
Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
I would that now they had changd voyces too : 
Since arme from arme her voyce dolh vs affray, 
Hmiting thee hence with Hunifvp to the day. 
So now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom: More light and light, more darke and darke our 
woes. 
Farewell my Loue, one kifle and He defcend. 

He goeth duwne, 

Jul : Art thou gone fo, my Lord, my Loue, my Frend ? 
I mufl heare from thee euerie day in the hower : 
For in an hower there are manie minutes. 
Minutes are dayes, fo will I number them : 
Oh, by this count I ihall be much in yeares. 
Ere I fee thee againe. 

Rom : Farewell, I will omit no opportunitie 
That may conueigh my greetings loue to thee. 

Jul : Oh, thinkil thou we fliall euer meete againe. 

Rom : No doubt, no doubt, and all this woe fhall feme 
For fweete difcourfes in the time to come. 

Jul : Oh God, I haue an ill diuining foule. 
Me thinkes I fee thee now thou art below 
Like one dead in the bottome of a Tombe : 
Either mine ey-fight failes, or thou lookft pale. 

Rom : And truft me Loue, in my eye fo doo you, 
Drie forrow drinkes our blood : adieu, adieu. Exit, 

Enter Nurfe hqftely. 

Nur : Madame beware, take heed the day is broke, 
Your Mother s comming to your Chamber, make all fure. 

She goeth downefrom the window. 

Enter 



of Romeo and luliet. 




Enter Juliets Mother, Nurfe, 

Moth : Where are you Daughter ? 

Nur: What Ladie, Lnmbe, what Juliet? 

//// ; How now, who calls ? 

Nnr : It is your Mother. 

AJoth : Why how now Juliet ? 

Jul : Madam, I am not well. 

Moth : What euermore weeping for your Cofens death : 
I thinke thoult walh him from his graue with teares. 

\ul\ I cannot chufe, hauing lb great a lolTe. 

Moth : I cannot blame thee. 
But it greeues thee more that Villaiue lines. 

\ul : What Villaine Madame ? 

Moth : That Villaine Romeo. 

lul : Villaine and he are manie miles a funder. 

AJoth : Content thee Girle, if I could finde a man 
I foone would fend to Mantua where he is. 
That fhould beftow on him fo fure a draught. 
As he ihould foone beare Tybalt companie. 

lul : Finde you the meanes, and He finde fuch a man : 
For whileft he lires, my heart Ihall nere be light 
Till I behold him, dead is my poore heart. 
Thus for a Kinfman vext ? (newes ? 

Moth : Well let that palfe. I come to bring thee ioyfuU 

lul : And ioy comes well in fuch a needfull time. 

Moth : Well then, thou haft a carefull Father Girle, 
And one who pittying thy needfiill ftate^ 
Hath found thee out a happie day of ioy. 

lul : What day is that I pray you ? 

Moth: Many my C lilde. 

The 
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The gallant, yong and youthfull Gentleman, 
The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 
Early next Thurfday morning muft proiiide. 
To make you there a glad and ioyfull Bride. 

Jul : Now by Saint Peters Church and Peter too. 
He fhall not there make mee a ioyfull Bride. 
Are thefe the newes you had to tell me of? 
Marrie here are newes indeed. Madame I will not marrie 

yet. 
And when I doo, it flialbe rather Romeo whom I hate. 
Than Countie Paris that I cannot loue. 

Enter o/de Capolet, 

Moth : Here comes your Father, you may tell him fo. 

Capo : Why how now, euermore Ihowring ? 
In one little bodie thou refembleft a fea, a barke, a ftorme : 
For this thy bodie which I tearme a barke. 
Still floating in thy euerfalling teares. 
And toft with fighes arifing from thy hart : 
Will without fuccour lliipwracke prefenlly. 
But heare you Wife, what haue you founded her, what faies 
fhe to it ? 

Moth : I haue, but fhe will none llie thankes ye : 
Would G(xi that (lie were married to her graue. 

Capo: What will (lie not, doth ilie not thanke vs, doth 
flie not wexe proud ? 

Jul: Not proud ye haue, but thankful! that ye haue : 
Proud can I neuer be of that I hate. 
But thankfull euen for hate that is ment loue. 

Capo : Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not. 
And yet not proud. VVhats here, chop logicke. 
Proud me no prouds, nor thanke me no thankes. 
But fettle your fine ioynts on Thurfday next 
To goe with Paris to Saint Peters Church, 
Or I will drag you on a hurdle thether. 

Out 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Out you greene ficknes baggage, out you tallow face. 
lu : Grt>od father heare me fpeake ? 

She hneeles downe. 

Cap : I tell thee what, eyther refolue on thurfday next 
To goe with Paris to Saint Peters Church ; 
Or henceforth neuer looke me in the face. 
Speake not, reply not, for my fingers ytch. 
Why wife, we thought that we were fcarcely bleft 
That God had fent vs but this onely chyld : 
But now I fee this one is one too much. 
And tliat we haue a crofle in hauing her. 

Nur : Mary God in heauen blefle her my Lord, 
You are too blame to rate her fo. 

Cap. And why my Lady wifedome ? hold your tung. 
Good prudence fmatter with your goflips, goe. 

Nur : Why my Lord I fpeake no treafon. 

Cap : Oh goddegodden. 
Vtter your grauity ouer a goflips boule. 
For heere we need it not. 

Mo : My Lord ye are too hotte. 

Cap : Gods blefled mother wife it mads me. 
Day, night, early, late, at home, abroad. 
Alone, in company, waking or fleeping, 
Still my care hath beene to fee her matcht. 
And hauing now found out a (gentleman. 
Of Princely parentage, youthful 1, and nobly trainde. 
Stuft as they fay with honorable parts, 
Proportioned as ones heart coulde wifh a man : 
And then to haue a wretched whyning foole, 
A puling mammet in her fortunes tender. 
To fay I cannot loue, I am too young, I pray you pardon 

mee? 
But if you cannot wedde He pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you fliall not houfe with me. 
Looke to it, thinke out, I doe not vfe to iefl. 

H I 
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I tell yee what, Thurfday is neere. 

Lay band on heart, aduife, bethinke your felfe. 

If you be mine, He giue you to my frend : 

If not, hang, drowne, flarue, beg. 

Dye in the ftreetes ; for by my Soule 

He neuer more acknowledge thee. 

Nor what I haue ihall euer doe thee good, 

Thinke ont, looke toot, I doe not vfe to ieft. Exit, 

Inl: Is there no pitty hanging in the cloudes. 
That lookes into the bottom of my woes ? 
I doe befeech you Madame, cafl me not away. 
Defer this manage for a day or two. 
Or if you cannot, make my manage bed 
In that dimme monument where Tybalt lyes. 

Moth : Nay be aflured I will* not fpeake a word. 
Do what thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit, 

Jul : Ah Nurfe what comfort ? what counfell canft thou 
giue me. 

Nur : Now truft me Madame, I know not what to fay : 
Your Romeo he is baniflit, and all the world to nothing 
He neuer dares returne to challendge you. 
Now I thinke good you marry with this County, 
Oh he is a gallant Gentleman, Roineo is but a difhclout v 
In refpe6t of him. I promife you 
I thinke you happy in this fecond match. 
As for your husband he is dead : 
Or twere as good he were, for you haue no vfe of him. 

lul : Speakft thou this from thy heart ? 

Nur : I and from my foule, or els beflirew them both. 

lul: Amen. 

Ni/r : What fay you Madame ? 

Jul : Well, thou haft comforted me wondrous much, 
I pray thee goe thy waies vnto my mother 
Tell her I am gone hauing difpleafde my Father. 
To Fryer Laurence Cell to confefle me. 
And to be abfolu*d. 



of Romeo and luliet, 
Nur : I will, and this is wifely done. 



She lookes after Nurfe. 



lul: Auncient damnation, O mod curfed fiend. 
Is it more finne to wifh me thus forlworne, 
Or to difpraife him with the felfe fame tongue 
That thou haft praifde him with aboue compare 
So many thoufand times ? Goe Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofom henceforth ihal be twaiue. 
He to the Fryer to know his remedy. 
If all faile els, I haue the power to dye. 



Exit. 




Enter Fri/er and Paris, 

Fr : On Tliurfday fay ye : the time is very iliort. 

Par : My Father Capolet will haue it fo. 
And I am nothing flacke to (low his haft. 

Fr : You fay you doe not know the Ladies minde ? 
Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not. 

Par: Immoderately Ihe weepes for Ty halts death. 
And therefore haue I little talkt of loue. 
For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 
Now Sir, her father thinkes it daungerous: 
That flie doth giue her forrow fo much fway. 
And in his wifcdome hafts our mariagc. 
To ftop the inundation of her teares. 
Which too much minded by her felfe alone 
May be put from her by focietie. 
Now doe ye know the reafon of this haft. 

Fr : I would I knew not why it ftiould be flowd. 
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Enter Paris, 

Heere comes the Lady to my cell. 

Par : Welcome my loue, my Lady and my wife : 

lu : That may be fir, when I may be a wife, 

Par : That may be, muft be loue, on thurfday next. 

lu : What muft be fhalbe. 

Fr : Thats a certaine text. 

Par ; What come ye to confeilion to this Fryer. 

lu : To tell you that were to confeiTe to you. 

Par : Do not deny to him that you loue me. 

lul: I will confefle to you that I loue him. 

Par : So I am fure you will that you loue me. 

lu : And if I doe, it wilbe of more price. 
Being fpoke behinde your backe, than to your face. 

Par : Poore foule thy face is much abufd with teares. 

lu : The teares haue got fmall vidory by that. 
For it was bad enough before their fpite. 

Par : Thou wrongft it more than teares by that report. 

lu : That is no wrong fir, that is a truth : 
And what I fpake I fpake it to my face. 

Par : Thy face is mine and thou haft ftaundred it. 

lu : It may be fo, for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leafure holy Father now : 
Or fliall I come to you at euening Mafle ? 

Fr : My leafure femes me penfiue daughter now. 
My Lord we muft entreate the time alone. 

Par : God flieild I fliould difturbe deuotion, 
luliet larwell, and keep this holy kilfe. 

Exit Paris. 

lu : Goe flmt the doore and when thou haft done fo. 
Come weepe with me that am paft cure, paft help, 

Fr : Ah luliet I already know thy griefe, 
I heare thou muft and nothing may proroge it. 

On 



of Romeo and luliet. 

On Thurfday next be manied to the Countie. 

lul: Tell me not Frier that thou hearft of it, 
Vnlefle thou tell me how we may preuent it. 
Giue me fome fudden counfell : els behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloodie Knife 
Shall play the Vmpeere, arbitrating that 
Which the Commifsion of thy yeares and arte 
Could to no iflue of true honour bring. 
Speake not, be briefe : for I defire to die. 
If what thou fpeakfl, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fr : Stay Juliet, I doo fpie a kinde of hope. 
Which cranes as defperate an execution. 
As that is defperate we would preuent. 
If rather than to marrie Countie Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength or will to flay thy felfe, 
Tis not vnlike that thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chyde away this fliame. 
That coapft with death it felfe to flye from blame. 
And if thou dooft, lie giue thee remedie. 

Jul : Oh bid me leape (rather than marrie Paris) 
From off the battlements of yonder tower: 
Or chaine me to fome fteepie mountaines top. 
Where roaring Beares and fauage Lions are : 
Or (hut me nightly in a Charnell-houfe, 
With reekie (hankes, and yeolow chaples fculLs : 
Or lay me in tombe with one new dead : 
Things that to heare them namde haue made me tremble ) 
And I will doo it without feare or doubt, 
To keep my felfe a faithfull vnftaind Wife 
To my deere Lord, my deereft Romeo, 

Fr : Hold luliet, hie thee home, get thee to bed. 
Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 
And when thou art alone, take thou this VioU, 
And this diftilled Liquor drinke thou off: 
When prefently through all thy veynes fliall run 
A dull and heauie flumber, which Ihall feaze 

H. 3. Eact 
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Each vitall fpirit : for no Pulfe fhall keepe 
His natural I progrefle, but furceafe to beate : 
No figne of breath fhall teftifie thou liuft. 
And in this borrowed likenes of (hrunke death. 
Thou (halt remaine full two and fortie houres. 
And when thou art laid in thy Kindreds Vault, 
lie fend in haft to Mcmtua to thy Lord, 
And he ihall come and take thee from thy graue. 

lul : Frier I goe, be fure thou fend for my deare Romeo, 

Exeunt. 




Enter olde Capolet, his ffye, Nurfe, and 
Seruingman. 

Capo : Where are you firra ? 

Sen Heere forfooth. 

Capo : Goe, prouide me twentie cunning Cookes. 

Ser: I warrant you Sir, let me alone for that, lie knowe 
them by licking their fingers. 

Capo : How canft thou know them fo ? 

Ser: Ah Sir, tis an ill Cooke cannot licke his owne fin- 
gers. 

Capo : Well get you gone. 

Exit Seruingman, 

But wheres this Head-ftrong ? 

Moth : Shees gone (my Lord) to Frier Laurence Cell 
To be confeft. 

Capo : Ah, he may hap to doo fome good of her, 
A headftrong felfewild harlotrie it is. 

Enter 



of Romeo and luliet. 



Enter luliet. 

Moth : See here ilie commeth from Confefsion, 

Capo: How now my Head-ftrong, where haue you bin 

gadding ? 

Jul : Where I haue learned to repent the fin 

Of froward wilful! oppofition 

Gainft you and your behefls, and am enioynd 

By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here. 

And craue remifsion of fo foule a fa6t. 



t 

p. 



She kneeles downe. 

Moth : Why thats well faid. 

Capo : Now before God tliis holy reuerent Frier 
All our whole Citie is much bound vnto. 
Goe tell the Countie prefently of this. 
For I will haue this knot knit vp to morrow. 

Jul : Nurfe, will you go with me to my Clofet, 
To fort fuch things as fhall be rcquiiite 
Againfl to morrow. 

Moth : I pree thee doo, good Nurfe goe in with her, 
Helpe her to fort Tyres, Rebatoes, Chaines, 
And I will come vnto you prefently, 

Nur : Come fweet hart, ihall we goe : 

lul : I pree thee let vs. 






Exeunt Kurfc and luliet. 

Moth : Me thinks on Thurfday would be time enough. 
Capo : I fay I will haue this difpatcht to morrow, 
Goe one and certefie the Count thereof. 
Aloth : I pray my Lord, let it be Thurfday. 
Capo : I fay to morrow while Ihees in the mood. 
Aloth : We fhall be ftiort in our prouifion. 



Capo: 
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Capo : Let me alone for that, goe get you in. 
Now before God my heart is pa (sing light. 
To fee her thus conformed to our will. 



Exeunt. 




Enter Nurfe, luUet. 

Nur : Come, come, what need you anie thing elfe ? 

Jul : Nothing good Nurfe, but leaue me to my felfe : 
For I doo meane to lye alone to night. 

Nur : Well theres a cleane fmocke vnder your pillow, 
and fo good night. Exit. 

Enter Mother. 



Moth : What are you bufie, doo you need my helpe ? 

luL : No Madame, I dcfire to lye alone. 
For I haue manie things to thinke vpon. 

Aloth : Well then good night, be llirring luliet, 
The Countie will be earlie here to morrow. 

Jul: Farewell, God knowes when wee fhall 
gaiue. 
Ah, I doo take a fearfull thing in hand. 
What if this Potion (hould not worke at all, 
Mud I of force be married to the Countie P 
This ihall forbid it. Knife, lye thou there. 
What if the Frier fhould giue me this drinke 
To poyfon mee, for feare I Ihould difclofe 
Our former marriage ? All, I wrong him much. 
He is a holy and religious Man : 
I will not entertaine fo bad a thought. 
What if 1 fhould be ftifled in die Toomb ? 



Evlt. 
meete a- 



O 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Awake an houre before the appointed time : 

Ah then I feare I fhall be lunaticke. 

And playing with my dead forefathers bones, 

Dafh out my franticke braines. Me thinkes I fee 

My Cofin Tybalt weltriug in his bloud. 

Seeking for Romeo : flay Tybalt (lay. 

Romeo I come, this doe I drinke to thee, 

Shefals vpon her bed within the Curtaines. 




Enter Nurfe with hearbs, Mother. 
Moth : Thats well faid Nurfe, fet all in redines. 
The Countie will be heere immediatly. 



Enter Oldeman. 

Cap : Make haft, make haft, for it is almoft day. 
The Curfewe bell hath rung, t'is foure a clocke, 
Looke to your bakt meates good Angelica. 

Nur : Goe get you to bed you cotqueane. I faith you 
will be (icke anone. 

Cap : I warrant thee Nurfe I haue ere now watcht all 
night, and haue taken no harme at all. 

Aloth : I you haue beene a moufe hunt in your time. 



Enter Seruingman with Logs ^ Coales, 

Cap : A leloas hood, a lelous hood : How now lirra ? 
What haue you there ? 

Ser : Forfooth Logs. 

Cap : Goe, goe choofe dryer. Will will tell thee where 
thou ftialt fetch them. 

Ser : Nay I warrant let me alone, I haue a heade 1 troe to 

I clioofe 
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choofe a Log. 

Exit. 

Cap : Well goe thy way, thou fhalt be logger head. 
Come, come, make haft call vp your daughter. 
The Countie will be heere with muficke ftraight. 
Gods me hees come, Nurfe call vp my daughter. 

Nun Goe, get you gone. What lambe, what Lady 
birde ? faft I warrant. What luliet ? well, let the County take 
you in your bed : yee fleepe for a weeke now, but the next 
night, the Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft that you ihal reft 
but Httle. What lambe I fay, faft ftill : what Lady, Loue, 
A^hat bride, what luliet} Gods me how found ftie fleeps? Nay 
then I fee I muft wake you indeed. Whats heere, laide on 
your bed, dreft in your cloathes and down, ah me, alack the 
day, fome Aqua vita hoe. 

Enter AI other. 

Moth : How now whats the matter ? ^ 

Nur : Alack the day, ftiees dead, fhees dead, ftiees dead. 
Moth : Accurft, vnhappy, miferable time. 

Enter Idem an. 

Cap : Come, come, make haft, wheres my daughter ? 
Moth : Ah ftiees dead, ftiees dead. 
Cap : Stay, let me fee, all pale and wan. 
Accurfed time, vnfortunate olde man. 

Enter Fryer and Paris. 

Par : What is the bride ready to goe to Church ? 

Cap : Ready to goe, but neuer to returne. 
O Sonne the night before thy wedding day. 
Hath Death laine with thy bride, flower as flie is, 
Deflowerd by him, fee, where flie lyes. 

Death 



of Romeo and Iiiliet, 

Death is my Sonne in Law, to him I giue all that I haue. 

Par : Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face. 
And doth it now prefent fuch prodegies ? 
Accurft, vnhappy, miferable man, 
Forlorne, forfaken, deftitute I am : 
Borne to the world to be a flaue in it. 
Diftreft, remediles, and vnfortunate. 
O heauens, O nature, wherefore did you make me. 
To line fo vile, fo wretched as I Ihall. 

Cap : O heere fhe lies that was our hope, our ioy. 
And being dead, dead forrow nips vs all. 

AI/ at once cry out and wring their hands. 



All cry : And all our ioy, and all our hope is dead. 
Dead, loft, vndone, abfented, wholy fled. 

Cap : Cruel, vniuft, impartiall deftinies. 
Why to thijv day haue you preferu'd my life ^ 
To fee my hope, my ftay, my ioy, my life, 
Depriude offence, of life, of all by death, 
Cruell, vniuft, impartiall deftinies. 

Cap : O fad facM forrow ma;j of mifery. 
Why this fad time haue I defiri to fee. 
This day, this vniuft, this impartiall day 
Wherein I hop'd to fee my co.nfort full. 
To be depriude by fuddaine deftinie. 

Moth : O woe, alacke, diftreft, why ftiould I Hue? 
To fee this day, this miferable day. 
Alacke the time that euer I was borne. 
To be partaker of this deftinie. 
Alacke the day, alacke and welladay. 

Ft : O peace for fliame, if not for charity. 
Your daughter Hues in peace and happines. 
And it is vaine to wifti it otherwife. 
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Come (licke your Rofemary in this dead coarfe. 
And as the cuflome of our Country is. 
In all her befl and fumptuous ornaments, 
Conuay her where her Anceftors lie tomb'd. 

Cap : Let it be fo, come wofull forrow mates, 
Let vs together tafle this bitter fate. 

They all hut the Nurfe goefoorth, cajiing Rofemary on 

her andjhutting the Curtens, 



Enter Alujitlons. 

m 

Nur : Put vp, put vp, this is a wofull cafe. Exit. 

I. I by my troth Miftrelle is it, it had need be mended. 

Enter Seruingman, 

Ser : Alack alack what fhal I doe, come Fidlers play me 
fome mery dumpe. 

I. A fir, this is no time to play. 

Ser : You will not then ? 

I. No marry will wee. 

Ser : llien will I giue it you, and foundly to, 

I. What will you giue us? 

Ser : The fidler. He re you. He fa you. He fol you. 

I. If you re vs and fa vs, we will note you. 

Ser: I will put vp my Iron dagger, and beate you with 
my wodden wit. Come on Simon found Pot, He pofe you, 

I Lets heare. 

Ser : When griping griefe the heart doth wound. 
And doIefuU dumps the minde opprelle : 
Then mufique with her filuer found, 
Why filuer found ? Why filuer found ? 

I. I thinke becaufe muficke hath a fweet found. 

Ser : Pretie, what fay you Mathew minikine ? 



of Romeo and luliet, 

a. I thinke becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 

Ser : Prettie too : come, what fay you ? 

3. I fay nothing. 

Ser: I thinke fo. He fpeake for you becaufe you are the 
Singer. I faye Siluer found, becaufe fuch Fellowes as you 
haue lildome Golde for founding. Farewell Fidlers, fare- 
well. jEr/7. 

I. Farewell and be hangd : come lets goe. Exeunt, 




Enter Romeo, 

Rom : If I may truft the flattering^ Eye of Sleepe, 
My Dreame prefagde fome good euent to come. 
My bofome Lord (its chearfull in his throne. 
And I am comforted with pleafing dreames. 
Me thought I was this night alreadie dead : 
(Strange dreames that giue a dead man leaue to ihinke) 
And that my Ladie luliet came to me, 
And breathd fuch life with kiiles in my lips. 
That I reuiude and was an Emperour. 

Enter Balthqfar his man booted. 



Newes from Verona, How now Balthqfar, 
How doth my Ladie ? Is my Father well ? 
How fares my Juliet 9 that I aske againe : 
If {he be well, then nothing can be ill. 

Bait : Then nothing can be ill, for fhe is well. 
Her bodie fleepes in Capels Monument, 
And her immortall parts with Angels dwell. 
Pardon me Sir, that am the Meflenger of fuch bad tidings. 

Rom : Is it euen fo ? then I defie my Starres. 

I 3 Goe 
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Goe get me incke and paper, hyre pod horfe, 
1 will not (lay in Mautua to night. 

Bait : Pardon me Sir, I will not leaue you thus. 
Your lookes are dangerous and full of feare : 
I dare not, nor I will not leaue you yet. 

Rom : Doo as I bid thee, get me incke and paper, 
And hyre thofe horfe : flay not I fay. 

Exit Balthafar, 

Well luliet, I will lye with thee to night. 

Lets fee for meanes. As I doo remember ^ 

Here dwells a Pothecarie whom oft I noted 

As I pad by, whofe needie (hop is ftufft 

With beggerly accounts of emptie boxes : 

And in the fame an Aligarta hangs, 

Olde endes of packthred, and cakes of Rofes, 

Are thinly (Ire wed to make vp a (how. 

Him as I noted, thus with my felfe I thought : 

And if a man (hould need a poyfon now, 

(Whofe prefent fale is death in Mantua) 

Here he might buy it. This thought of mine 

Did but foreruune my need : and here about he dwels. 

Being Holiday the Beggers (liop is (hut. 

What ho Apothecarie, come forth I fay. 

Enter Apothecarie, 

u4po : Who calls, what would you (ir ? 

Rom : Heeres twentie duckates, 
Giue me a dram of fome fuch fpeeding geere. 
As will difpatch the wearie takers life. 
As fuddenly as powder being fierd 
From forth a Cannons mouth. 

Apo : Such drugs I haue I mud of force con felFe, 
But yet the law is death to thofe that fell them. 

Rom : 



of Romeo and luliet, 

Rom : Art thou fo bare and full of pouertie. 
And doofl thou feare to violate the Law ? 
The Law is not thy frend, nor the Lawes frend. 
And therefore make no confcience of the law : 
Vpon thy backe hangs ragged Miferie, 
And llarued Famine dwelleth in thy cheekes. 

Apo : My pouertie but not my will con fen ts. 

Rom : I pay thy pouertie, but not thy will. 

Apo : Hold take you this, and put it in anle liquid thing 
you will, and it will feme had you the lines of twenty men. 

Rom : Hold, take this gold, worfe poyfon to mens foules 
Than this which thou hafl giuen me. Goe hye thee hence, 
Goe buy the cloathes, and get thee into flefh. 
Come cordiall and not poyfon, goe with mee 
To Juliets Graue : for there muft I vfe thee. Exeunt, 




Enter Frier John, 



John : What Frier Laurence, Brother, ho ? 

Lour : This fame ftiould be the voyce of Frier lohn, 
VVhat newes from Mantua, what will Romeo come? 

lohn : Going to feeke a barefoote Brother out. 
One of our order to alfociate mee. 
Here in this Cittie vi filing the (ick. 
Whereas the infe6tious peftilence remaind : 
And being by the Searchers of the Towne 
Found and examinde, we were both Ihut vp. 

Lour : Who bare my letters then to Romeo? 

John : I haue them Hill, and here they are. 

Lour : Now, by my holy Order, 
The letters were not nice, but of great weight. 
Goe get thee hence, and get me prefently 

a — Qi. < 
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A fpade and mattocke. 

lokn : Well I will prefently go fetch thee them. Exii. 

Laur : Now mufl I to the Monument alone, 
Leall that the Ladie (hould before I come 
Be wakde from fleepe. I will hye 
To free her from that Tombe of miferie. Exit, 




Enter Countie Paris and his Page with flowers 

andfweete water. 

Par : Put out the torch, and lye thee all along 
Vnder this Ew-tree, keeping thine eare clofe to the hollow 

ground. 
And if thou heare one tread within this Churchyard, 
Staight giue me notice. 

Boy : I will my Lord. 

Paris Jhrewes the Tomb ivith flowers. 

Par: Sweete Flower, with flowers I flrew thy Bridale 
bed : 
Sweete Tombe that in thy circuite doft containe. 
The perfe6t modell of eternitie : 
Faire luliet that with Angells doft remaine. 
Accept this lateft fauour at my hands, 
That liuing honourd thee, and being dead 
With funerall praifes doo adome thy Tombe, 

Boy whyiles and calls. My Lord. 

Enter Romeo and Balthqfar, with a torch, a 
a mattocke, and a crow ofyron^ 

Par. 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Par: The boy giues warning, fomething doth approach. 
What curfed foote wanders this was to nighty 
To (lay my obfequies and true loues rites ? 
"What with a torch, muffle me night a while. 

Rom : Giue mee this mattocke, and this wrentching I- 
ron. 
And take thefe letters, early in the morning, 
See thou deliuer them j my Lord and Father. 
So get thee gone and trouble me no more. 
Why I defcend into this bed of death. 
Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 
But chiefly to take from her dead finger, 
A precious ring which I muft vfe 
In deare imployment. but if thou wilt day. 
Further to prie in what I vndertake. 
By heauen He teare thee ioynt by ioynt. 
And flrewe thys hungry churchyard with thy lima. 
The time and my intents are fauage, wilde. 

Ball : Well, He be gone and not trouble you. 

Rom : So Ihalt thou win my fauour, take thou this. 
Commend me to my Father, farwell good fellow. 

Bait : Yet for all this will I not part from hence. 

Komeo opens the tomhe. 

Kom : Thou deteftable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorde with the deareft morfell of the earth. 
1 bus I enforce thy rotten iawes to ope. 

Par : This is that banifht haughtie Mountague, 
That murderd my loues cofen, I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile Alountague. 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death ? 
I doe attach thee as a fellon heere. 
The Law condemnes thee, therefore thou mufl dye, 

Kom : I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good youth be gone, tempt not a defperate man. 

K Heape 
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Heape not another iinne vpon my head 
By iheding of thy bloud, I doe proteft 
I loue thee better then I loue my felfe : 
For I come hyther armde againft my felfe. 

Par : I doe defie thy coniurations : 
And doe attach thee as a fellon heere. 

Kom : What doft thou tempt me, then haue at thee boy. 

Theyjight, 

Boy : O Lord they fight, I will goe call the watch. 

Par : Ah I am flaine, if thou be mercifiill 
Open the tombe, lay me with luliet, 

Rom : Yfeith I will, let me perufe this face, 
Mercutios kinfinan, noble County Paris ? 
What faid my man, when my betofled foule 
Did not regard him as we pad along. 
Did he not fay Paris ihould haue maried 
Juliet ? eyther he faid fo, or I dreamd it fo. 
But I will fatisfie thy lall requeft. 
For thou haft prizd thy loue aboue thy life. 
Death lye thou there, by a dead man interd. 
How oft haue many at the houre of death 
Beene blith and pleafant ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death But how may I 
Call this a lightning. Ah deare luliet. 
How well thy beauty doth become this graue ? 
O I beleeue that vnfubftanciall death. 
Is amorous, and doth court my loue. 
Therefore will I, O heere, O euer heere. 
Set vp my euerlafting reft 
With wormes, that are thy chamber mayds. 
Come defperate Pilot now at once runne or 
The daftiing rockes thy fea-ficke weary barge. 
Heers to my loue. O true Apothecary : 
Thy drugs are fwift : thus with a kifle I dye. Falls. 

Enter 



of Romeo and luliet. 




Enter Fryer with a Lanthorne. 

How oft to night haue thefe my aged feete 
Stumbled at graues as I did pafle along. 
Whofe there ? 

Alan. A frend and one that knowes you well. 

Ft : Who is it that conforts (o late the dead, 
What light is yon ? if I be not deceiued. 
Me thinkes it bumes in Capels monument ? 

Man It doth fo holy Sir, and there is one 
That loues you dearely. 

Fr. Who is it ? 

Alan : Romeo, 

Fr : How long hath he beene there ? 

Man : Full halfe an houre and more. 

Fr : Goe with me thether. 

Man : I dare not (ir, he knowes not I am heere . 
On paine of death he chargde me to be gone, 
And not for to difturbe him in his enterprize. 

Fr ; Then muft I goe : my minde prefageth ill. 

Fryer Jloops and lookes on the blood and weapons. 

What bloud is this that flaines the entrance 

Of this marble ftony monument ? 

What meanes thefe maifterles and goory weapons ? 

Ah me I doubt, whofe heere ? what Romeo dead ? 

Who and Paris too ? what vnluckie houre 

Is acceflary to fo foule a (inne ? 

luliet rifes. 
The Lady fturres. 
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Ah comfortable Fryer. 
I doe remember well where I fhould be. 
And what we talkt of: but yet I cannot fee 
Him for whofe fake I vndertooke this hazard. 

Fr : Lady come foorth, I heare fome noife at hand. 
We fhall be taken, Paris he is flaine. 
And Romeo dead : and if we heere be tane 
We (hall be thought to be as accelfarie. 
I will prouide for you in fome clofe Nunery. 

lul : Ah leaue me, leaue me, I will not from hence* 

Fr : I heare fome noife, I dare not (lay, come, come. 

lul : Goe get thee gone. 
Whats heere a cup clofde in my louers hands ? 
Ah churle drinke all, and leaue no drop for me. 

Enter watch. 
Watch : This way, this way. 
lul : I, noife ? then mufl I be refolute. 
O happy dagger thou (halt end zny feare. 
Reft in my bofome, thus I come to thee. 

Shejlahs herfelfe andfalles. 




Enter watch. 

Cap : Come looke about, what weapons haue we heere ? 
See frends where luUet two daies biuried. 
New bleeding wounded, fearch and fee who's neare. 
Attach and bring them to vs prefently. 

Enter one with the ¥ryer, 
I. Captaine heers a Fryer with tooles about him, 
Fitte to ope a tombe. 

Cap : A great fufpition, keep him fafe. 

Enter 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter one with Romets Man, 
I. Heeres Romeos Man. 
Capt : Keepe him to be examinde. 

Enter Prince with others. 

Prin : What early mifchiefe calls vs vp fo foone. 

Capt : O noble Prince, fee here 
Where Juliet that hath lyen intoombd two dayes, 
Warme and frefh bleeding, Romeo and Countie Paris 
Likewife newly ilaine. 

Prin : Search feeke about to finde the murderers. 



En tor aide Capolet and his fFife. 

Capo : What rumor's this that is fo early vp ? 

Moth : The people in the flreetes crie Romeo, 
And fome on Juliet : as if they alone 
Had been the caufe of fuch a mutinie. 

Capo : See Wife, this dagger hath miftooke : 
For (loe) the backe is emptie of yong Mountague, 
And it is fheathed in our Daughters breaft. 

Enter olde Montague. 

Prin : Come Mountague, for thou art early vp. 
To fee thy Sonne and Heire more early downe. 

Mount : Dread Souereigne, my Wife is dead to night. 
And yong Benuolio is deceafed too : 
What further mifchiefe can there yet be found ? 

Prin : Firfl come and fee, then fpeake. 

Mount : O thou vntaught, what manners b in this 
To prefle before thy Father to a graue. 

Prin : Come feale your mouthes of outrage for a while. 
And let vs feeke to finde the Authors out 
Of fuch a hainous and feld feene mifchaunce. 
Bring forth the parties in fufpition. 

Fr : I am the greateft able to doo lead. 
Mofl worthie Prince^ heare me but fpeake the truth. 
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And He informe you how thefe things fell out. 

Juliet here flaine was married to that Romeo^ 

Without her Fathers or her Mothers grant : 

The Nurfe was priuie to the marriage. 

The balefiill day of this vnhappie marriage. 

Was Tybalts doomefday : for which Komeo 

Was banifhed from hence to Mantua, 

He gone, her Father fought by foule conftraint 

To marrie her to Paris : But her Soule 

(Loathing a fecond Contra6t) did refufe 

To giue confent j and therefore did {he vrge me 

Either to finde a meanes {he might auoyd 

What fo her Father fought to force her too : 

Or els all defperately {he threatned 

Euen in my prefence to difpatch her felfe. 

Then did I giue her, (tutord by mine arte) 

A potion that fhould make her feeme as dead : 

And told her that I would with all poft fpeed 

Send hence to Mantua for her Romeo, 

That he might come and take her from the Toombe. 

But he that had my Letters (Frier John) 

Seeking a Brother to a{rociate him. 

Whereas the Hcke infedtion remaind, 

Was {layed by the Searchers of the Towne, 

But Romeo vnderftanding by his man. 

That Juliet was deceafde, retumde in poft 

Vnto Verona for to fee his loue. 

What after happened touching Paris death. 

Or Romeo^ is to me vnknowne at all. 

But when I came to take the Lady hence, 

I found them dead, and (he awakt from {leep : 

Whom faine I would haue taken from the tombe. 

Which {he refufed feeing Romeo dead. 

Anone I heard the watch and then I fled. 

What afterhappened I am ignorant of. 

And if in this ought haue mifcaried. 
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of Rameo and luliet. 

By me, or by my meanes let my old life 
Be facrificd fome houre before his time. 
To the mod ftrickefl rigor of the Law. 

Pry : We flill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
VVheres Komeos man, what can he fay in this ? 

Balth : I brought my maifter word that (hee was dead. 
And then he poafled ftraight from Mantua^ 
Vnto this Toombe. Thefe Letters he deliuered me. 
Charging me early giue them to his Father. 

Prin : Lets fee the Letters, I will read them ouer. 
Where is the Counties Boy that calld the Watch? 

Boi/ : 1 brought my Mafter vnto Juliets graue. 
But one approaching, ftraight I calld my Mafter. 
At laft they fought, I ran to call the Watch. 
And this is all that I can fay or know. 

Prin : Thefe letters doe make good the Fryers wordes. 
Come Capolet, and come olde Mountagewe, 
Where are thefe enemies ? fee what hate hath done. 

Cap : Come brother Mountague giue me thy hand. 
There is my daughters dowry : for now no more 
Can I beftowe on her, thats all I haue. 

Moun : But I will giue them more, I will er ^ 
Her ftatue of pure golde : 
That while Verona by that name is knowne. 
There ftiall no ftatue of fuch price be fet. 
As that of Viomeos loued luliet. 

Cap : As rich ftiall Romeo by his Lady lie, 
Poore Sacrifices to our Enmitie. 

Prin : A gloomie peace this day doth with it bring. 
Come, let vs hence. 

To haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some ftiall be pardoned and fome puniftied : 
For nere was heard a Storie of more woe. 
Than this of luliet and her Komeo 

FINIS. 
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2. Parallel Texts of the following Quarto Elajrs and their versions in the First Folio, with 

collations: E*ichard III, Qi j 2 Henry IV, Qi ; Troilus and Cressida, Qi ; Lear^jQi : 
/ to show tKe relations of the Folio text to that of the pi^vioua editions. Of Othello, fcmr 
/rexts, Qi;Q2, F I, aid a revised Text. ■' ^ ' -I 

3. Parallel Texts of the two earliest Quartos of Midsummer Night's Dream., and Merchant %■ 

of Venice ; to show which edition is the better basis for a revised text. 

4. The First Quartos of Much Ado about Nothing; Loues Labour's Lost; Hichard II; 

1 Henry IV ; from which the copies in the Folio were printed. 

Jleprints in Quarto of the remaining Folio Plays, with collations. When possible, this 
passages which Shakspere used from North's Plutarch, Holinshed's and Halle's Chron- 
icles, &c., will be printed opposite the texts of his Boman and Historical Plays. Also 
the plots of the old plays of * The Taming of a Shrew,' * Promos and Cassandra,* * The 
troublesome raigne.of King John,' &c., will be printed parallel with the plots of 
Shakspere*8 Plays that were founded on them. In all Eeprints iof Quarto and Folio 
editions of Shakspere's Plays, the numbers of act, scene, and line, will be given in the 
margin, so as to make the books handy to work with. 
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Series V. T/ie Contemporary Drama. Works suggested by Mr Kichard Simpson (see Th^ 

Academi/, Jan. 31, 1874, p. 120-1 :)— 

a. The Works of liobert Q-reene, Thomas Nash (with a selection from Gabriel Harvey's), 
Thomas Lodge, and Henry Chettle. 
•' J. The Arraignment of Paris (Peele's) ; Arden of Feversham; Q-eorge-a- Greene ; Locrine; 
King Edward III (of which Act ii. is by a different hand, and that, almost certainly 
Shakspere's) ; Mucedorus ; Sir John OldcAPtle ; Thomas Lord Cromwell ; The Merry 
Devil of Edmonton ; The London Prodigal ; The Puritan ; A Yorkshire Tragedy ; Faire 
Em; The Birth of Merlin; The Siege of Antwerp; The Life 'and Death- of Thomas 
. ' Stucley ; A Warning to Fair Women. (Perhaps * The Prodigal Son,' and * Hester and 
Ahasuerus,' extant in German Translations.) 

c. The Martinist and Anti-Martinist Plays of 1589-91 ; 'and the Plays relating to the quarrel 
between Dekker and Jonson in 1600. 

J. Li^ts of all the Companies of Actors in Shakspebe's time, their Directors, Flayers, Plays; 
and Poets. 

e. Dr Wm. (S^ager s Mehager, a tragedy, printed' Oct. 1592 (with the correspondence relating 
to it between Dr Gager of Christ Church, and -Dp John Reynolds of Corpus (Univ. Coll, 
Oxf. MS. X. 18; and at Corpus). Also, Eeynolds's rejoinder in 1593, 'The Overthrow 
of Stage Plavs,' &c., with the letters between him and Gentilis. Also, G.entilis's 
* Disputatio de Actoribus et Spectatoribus Fabularum non notandis.' Hannov. 1659. 
And * Fucus sive Histriomastix ' (a play against Revnolds), Lambeth MS. V38). 

/. Robert Chester's Love's Martyr — from which Shakspere's lines to the ^Phoenix and 
Turtle 'were taken — with an Introduction showing who Salisbury was, to whom the 
Chorus Vatum dedicates the book ; and showing the relation between Chester's poem 
and Shakspere's Gymbeline, 

Michard II, and the other Plays in Egerton MS. 1994 (suggested by Mr J. 0. Halliwell). 

The Returne from Pernassus, 1606; to be edited by the Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

Series VI. Shakspere's England. William Harrison^s Description of England, 1577, 1587, edited 
from its two versions by^Fredk.J. Fumivall, Esq., M.A. 

Edward Hales's IbM^rA^/on^, 1574 ; William Stafford's Oompendious or hriefe. Examination of 
'certegne ordinary Complaints of divers of our Countreymen, in these our Days, 1581 ; and 
Thomas Powell's Tow of all Trades, 1631 ; edited by F..J. Fumivall, Esq.', M:A. 

Series VII. Hyst^ies, Sfc, Ancient Mysteries, with, a Morality ^ from the Digby MS. 133, 
re-edited fifom the unique MS. by the Rev. W. W. Skeat, M.A., The Towneley Mysteries, 
re-edited from the unique MS. by the Rev. Richard Morris, LL.D. 

Series Vlil. Miscellaneous. Autotypes of the parts of the Play of Sir Thomas More that may 
possibly be in young Shakspere's handwriting, from the Harleian MS. 7368. Thomas 
Rymer's ' Tragedies of the last Age considered and examined '| 1673, 1692 ; and his ' A short 
View of Tragedy of the last A^e ', 1693. 
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